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CHAPTER I. 



MISS GIBSON. 



Leqna Lacoste did not part readily with a 
determination once arrived at, but whöQ she 
came to sit down quietly in the Brighton hotel, 
and think over the difficulties of successfully 
impersonating an old woman like Mrs. Gibson, 
she was fain to cast about her mind for some 
more suitable idea. For there is no disguise 
less easy to maintain by daylight than that 
of a wrinkled old crone by a plump, smooth- 
skinned young woman. The Imitation may 
pass muster beneath the gaslight, but it would 

TOL, ni. B 
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certamly be detected under the searcliing glaxe 
of day. Not only has the fair, firm flesh to 
appear slirivelled, discoloured, and empty, but 
the eyes must lose their brightness, tbe throat 
become drawn, the hands bony, pinched, and 
misshapen. Gray hair, false eyebrows, and 
paint judiciously applied, may do a great 
deal towards gaining the desired effect, might 
even accomplish it for one or two Interviews. 
But Leona foresaw that in the disguise she 
adopted for Liverpool she would probably 
have to return to London, and be again sub- 
jected to the scrutiny of the Evans, and 
therefore she abandoned the idea of personating 
Mrs. Gibson, and determined to appear instead 
as a niece of that old lady, who had been 
asked by her aunt to .Institute inquiries re- 
specting Miss Anson, on her way up to the 
North, The preparations for this disguise 
gave her very little trouble. Cosmetics she 
already possessed, and having procured a gray 
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front and a few piain articles of attire, 
sneh as a female of the middle-class might 
weaar, she put a thick veil over her &ee, 
settled her bill at the "Grand/' and drove 
away with her boxes to a smaller hoteL Here 
she went straight up to her bedroom, whence, 
in the course of an hour, she emerged-a 
middle-aged woman. Her chestnut curls all 
tucked away beneath smooth bands of gray 
hair completely altered the expression of her 
face ; whilst her dark arched eyebrows, dashed 
with white, and, a few crow's-feet artistically 
pencilled at the comers of her eyes, drew off 
the attention from the liquid amber-coloured 
orbs, that could gleam so wrätäifidly or lovingly 
beneath them. She descended to the sitting- 
room, where her meal was prepared for her, 
such a staid, matronly-looking body, with her 
old-fashioned cap tied under her chin, and a 
small three-comered shawl pinned discreetly 
over her bosom, that the maids who had 

B 2 
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watched her arrival, nudged each otlier to 
look at her now, and whispered, "Did they 
ever think she was such an old 'un, to judge 
by her voice." 

Not but what Leona had great command 
also over her voice, and could alter it to suit 
her own fancy: But she had hardly had timß 
to think about what voice she should assume 
when this Uttle incident occurred. By the 
time she reached Liverpool she had accustomed 
herseif to a tone, which no one would have 
recognised as that in which Don Christobal 
Valera had ensnared the heart of poor Lucilla 
Evans. 

The acting and managing partner of the 
firm of Evans and Troubridge, in Liverpool, at 
that particular moment was a Mr. Lionel, a 
bachelor of some forty-five or fifty years of 
age, who was noted for his gallantry to the 
fair sex. 

It was a Standing remark that whenever a 
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woman had occasion to enter the ofl&ce or the 
warehouse (whicli was very seldom), " Old 
Lionel/' as the clerks irreverently tenned him, 
could pay no attention to business, however 
pressing, nntil she had passed out of sight 
again. So incurable was this amiable weak- 
ness on the part of the managfer of the firm, 
that his subordinates had been known, on more 
than one occasion, to play the double trick of 
sending some pretty woman on a false errand 
to his office, in order that they might watch 
his delight at her reception, and ridicule him 
fbr all that passe.d during the interview after- 
wards. But, naturally, only when his back 
was tumed. 

It was, therefore, with a wink of intelligence 
to his brother clerks, that the sauciest of the 
lot demurely announced to Mr. Lionel one 
morning, that "a lady" wished to speak to 
him. 

" A lady ! Watson," exclaimed the manager. 
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pricking Tip his ears. " Who is she ? What 
ißshelike?" 

" Her name is Miss Gibson, sir ; and — ahe's 
veiy nice-looking, sir." 

" Oh, show her in, Watson, show her in,'' 
Said Mr. Lionel ; and thus, thanks perhap» 
entirely to the love of mischief on the part of 
Mr. Watson, Miss Gibson gained admittanee 
to the presence of the head of the firm. 

Bnt though the gray-haired woman who 
presently appeared to Mr. Lionel was not " all 

his fancy painted her," she was quite snfficiently 
" nice-looking " to engage his attention. " Nice- 
looking," indeed, was just the term to apply to 
his visitor ; for though the hair, and the eye- 
brows, and the crow Weet belonged to the sup- 
posed Miss Gibson, the clear eyes, the dimpled 
chin, the beautifully-fonned mouth, and all 
that Leona Lacoste could not paint out of 
herseif remained, to make the woman look 
as though age had overtaken her through 
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trouble or sickness^ rather tkan crept upon 

« 

her imawaxes* 

" Miss Gibson, I believe. Pray be seated, 
madam/' said the manager, courteously. 

'^I presume that I am speaking to Mr. 
Evans ? " commenced the stranger, as she 
accepted the offer. 

"Oh no! I am Mr. Lionel. Mr. Evans 
is not in Liverpool at present, but if your 
business with him is not of a strictly private 
nature, I have no doubt I shall be able to act 
for him.^' 

"You are very kind, sir. Ferhaps you 
will allow me to trouble you with a few 
questions. I have called here at the request 
of my aimt, Mrs. Gibson, of Willowside. 
She had charge, many years ago, of a 
Miss Lucilla Anson, a ward, I believe, of * 
Mr. Evans ? '' 

"Yes, yes!^ — well?" said Mr. Lionel, be- 
Coming grave directly. 
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" And as I was passing through Liverpool, 
on my way Dorth, my aunt was anxious that I 
should see Miss Anson, and send her word how 
slie is, and if she is married, and so on, or get 
her address that she may communicate with 
her by letter." 

"Miss Anson — ^who, by the way, is always* 
termed Miss Evans now, by the desire of her 
adopted father — ^is not in Liverpool, nor likely 
to retum here. She is alive, and well, and 
still unmarried. You can teil your annt so far, 
but I think I must consult Mr. Evans before 
giving you his private address. There is 
alway, a certain amo™t of etiqnette ob- 
servable in these matters, you know." 

" Mrs. Gibson thought that having had the 
Charge of the young lady for so many years, 
and being fully aequainted with the history of 
her birth and her father's death '* 

" Indeed 1 " said Mr. Lionel, bringing his 
chair closer and lowering his voiee, " was Mrs. 
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Gibson told the secret of Miss Anson's adop- 
tion by Mrs. Evans then ? '* 

"It was pretty well known over the 
country, sir, though it may be forgotten by 
this time. And the hand that Mr. Evans' 
brother had in the business too." 

" Hush I my good lady ; pray speak lower. 
The unhappy circumstances you allude to are 
not such public property as you imagine." 

"But everybody knows that Mr. George 
Evans disappeared at the time of the murder, 
sir, and that there was no suspicion cast on 
anyone eise. I thought that fact was piain 
enough, though it's no concern of mine." 

'* True, as you say, it's no concern of ours. 
But you must not be offended if I ask if your 
aunt has any idea of using this knowledge of 
hers in order to " 



While Mr. Lionel was looking about for a 
Word, Miss Gibson supplied it. 

" In Order to extort money from Mr. Evans 
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or Miss Anson ? No, sir. We have no need 
of that. We are not well off^ but weVe not 
yet come to robbery." 

" My dear lady, you must not misinterpret 
my meaning." 

" I do not, sir. But I will teil you can- 
didly, that Mrs. Gibson's desire to know Mr. 
Evans' address arose from the hope he might 
be able — ^and willing — ^to put me in the way of 
filling the Situation of a housekeeper, or any 
place of trust. My aunt is now a very old 
woman, unable to do anything more for her 
own living, and she did her duty by the ehild 
Mrs. Evans placed under her care, and haa 
guarded the secret of how she came to lose 
her father ; and thinks she has — or rather I 
may have through her — ^some little claim in 
consequence on the gentleman's consideration. 
For we hear he is very ricL" 

Mr. Lionel feit this was not a case to be 
dismiased hastily. He knew that women's 
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tongues are long and loud, and that should he 
irritate Miss Gibson to prodahn her wrongs^ 
an liverpool might soon be ringing again with 
the Story that his partner had been trying sa 
many years to put to sleep. He saw that he 
must be cautious to keep Miss Gibson in good 
humour — ^more than that, he mnst keep her 
linder his own eye until he had communicated 
with Mr. Evans on the subject. 

" You are perfectly right, madam/' he said, 

after some üttle consideration, " and were my 

' partner here, he would be the first to teil you 

so. Are you making any stay in Liverpool ? " 

Now, Leona, with her usual quickness, saw 
at once by this cautious answer, how the land 
lay. She had made no plans when she entered 
the Office, having determined to be guided 
entirely by the force of such circumstanees as 
mi^t meet her there. The event had pröved 
better than all her anticipations. She had the 
power to make them fear her, and her reply 
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to Mr. LioneVs question was given in accord- 
ance with her new discovery. 

" That's just as it suits my own pleasure, 
sir. I can stay or go as I see fit, but I think 
I shall remaiii tili IVe heard something one 
way or another from Mr. Evans, that is if 
you'U be so good as to give me bis address." 

" Well, IVe already told you tbat I think 
I must ask bis permission for tbat first, and 
meanwbile I will write anytbing you wisb to 
say to bim. Have you got lodgings yet, 
Miss Gibson r 

" No, sir ; I only arrived in Liverpool tbis 
moming, and I don't even know wbere to 
look for tbem." 

" I am sure Mr. Evans would not like to 
tbink you were put to any inconvenience wbile 
waiting for bis answer. He will be tbe first, 
I feel assured, to acknowledge tbe strong claim 
your aunt bas upon bis gratitude (for be is 
mueb attacbed tp bis adopted daugbter), and 
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to jfind fault with me if I have in any way 
neglected it. I am a miserable bachelor^ Mis^ 
Gibson," he went on airily, " but I have toler- 
able accommodation for visitors in my house, 
and a lüghly respectable old housekeeper to 
lopk after my lady guests ; so if you will 
accept the oflFer of rooms there during your 
stay in Liverpool, I can promise you shall be as 
quiet and undisturbed as though you were under 
your own roof, and I shall feel it an honour 
to be of any use to a friend of Mr. Evans." 

Leona did not know at first what to say 
to this proposal — ^how to decide — ^whether it 
would hamper or accelerate her search after 
the truth. But she saw no way of backing 
out of it, and she had a strong — almost a 
superstitious belief in the Fate which was 
bound to carry her on to the end of her 
sacred mission. So she accepted the offer of 
Mr. Lionel's rooms. 

"Fm sure I'm much obliged to you, sir, 
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for taking such care of a stranger, and I think 
I should be very foolish to say No. And I 
suppose it cantiot be for long that I shall have 
need to trouble you/' 

"The longer the better, as f ar as / am 
<K)ncerned," retumed Mr. Lionel gallantly; 
**but I shall communicate with Mr. Evans 
on the snbject to-day, and I do not think 
you will have to wait for his answer. I shall 
have the pleasure of seeing you again, I hope, 
to-morrow, when we will talk further on this 
matter. Meantime, I am sure I can trust you 
to mention it to no one." 

" Certainly, sir," Miss Gibson replied. 

Mr. Lionel drew pen and paper towards 
him, and hastily wrote a few lines. 

" These are for my housekeeper, Mrs. Hod- 
gett, desiring her to see you have everything 
you may require," he remarked, as he folded 
the note, " and I will send one of my clerks 
round to my house with you." 
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"Mylnggage is waiting at the door, sir, 
on a cab.'' 

"Very good. Then tliere need be no 
delay." 

He opened the door of his sanctum^ and 
called into the outer officel 

" Levüt ! Is Levitt there, Johnson ? Send 
him here to me at once/' And thereupon a 
cry of " Levitt ! Levitt ! wanted immediately" 
sounded through the establishment. 

Leona started. Here was that name again 
— ^the namer mentioned in Anson's letter, that 
was bome by the woman who wept at parting 
with Anson's child. What mysterious chain 
of circumstances bound that name of Levitt 
with the destinies of the Evans fiamily ? She 
had hardlv had time to ask herseif the 
question when the preaent owner of the title 
appeared. 

He was a good4ooking lad of fifteen or 
thereabouts, with dark eyes and hair, and a 



1 

I 
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bright complexion, who looked as though he 
could be wicked enough if he chose, but was 
all meekness and sobriety before Mr. Lionel. 

" Here, Levitt, you are to go round with 
this lady to my house, and give this note 
to Mrs. Hodgett, and teil her she is to make 
Miss Gibson as comfortable as possible, and 
that I have to go over to Manchester this 
aftemoon, and shall not be home tiU late — 
ten, or half-past. Do you understand 1 " 

**Yes, sir." 

"And after you have seen Miss Gibson 
safely there, you are to come straight back 
to the office. Do you hear?" 

" Yes, sir," replied the meek Master Levitt, 
who seemed to carry some remembrance in 
his face of a foimer occasion, when he had 
not come " straight back." 

"I'm sure I am much obliged to you, 
sir," Said Miss Gibson, with a sweeping 
curtsey. 
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" Pray don't mention it," retumed Mr. 
Lionel, as he bowed her out of the office. 
"Mr. Evana would, I am sure, be greatly 
aiinoyed if he found it otherwise. I am only 
aeting as his representative." 

Notwithstanding the stranger's gray hair 
and modest attire, there was an amount of 
tittering in the office when it was discovered 
to what point Master Levitt had been desired 
to navigate her, and, for all her boasted 
strength of mind, Leona was not sorry when 
the young gentleman had finished giving 
directions to the cabman, and, taking his seat 
by her side, was driven away with her. She 
looked at his laughing face and wicked eye 
more than once before she ventured to ask 
him if he knew Mrs. Hodgett. 

" Know old Mother Hodgett ! Eather 
think I did. So will you by to-morrow." 

" Why, is she such a formidable old lady 
then, Master Levitt ? " 

VOL. III. c 
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" You wait tili you aee her. My eye f 
Td sooner 'twas yoja going to stay with her 
than me." 

" Perhaps she doesn't like young gentlemen 
so well as I do." 

She was careful not to call him a " boy/^ 
and check the growth of his budding confi- 
dence, 

" Do you like 'em ? Well, I think you 
look rather jolly, you know. But as for 
Hodgett, I never put my foot over her 
threshold if I can help it." 

"If she makes herseif as unpleasant to 
me," Said Miss Gibson, " I shall look out for 
some lodgings." 

"Why didn't you get lodgings at first? 
I would if I'd been you. I wouldn't stay 
with old Lionel if he'd give me a guinea a 
day." 

''Are there many lodgings to let in 
Liverpool ? " 
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" Heaps and heaps. My mother lets 'em 
right down on the docks." 

" Does she ? I wonder, if I have to stay 
liere long, whether your mother would let me 
have a room with her ? " 

" I'm sure she would if I asked her ; and 
we Ve got the whole house empty now. There's 
only mother and me and uncle Bill lives there, 
and he's nobody/' 

**You shouldn't speak of your nncle in 
that way, young man, it isn't respectful." 

^* Oh, but he is nobody. He's siUy, you 
know — soft — what do you call it ? I knock 
him about just as if he were a baby." 

" Poor fellow ! I knew a lady of the 
name of Levitt years ago. I wonder if it 
was your mother ? Do you mind telling me 
her name ? " 

" Mother's name is Mary Anne." 

^'Ohl This Miss Levitt's name was 

Kebecca/' 

2 
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'' Aunt Becky ! Oh 1 IVe never seen her, 
she lives in Paris or London or somewhere. 
Bill talks of her sometimes, but mother won't 
let him, because it makes him cry." 

" I shonld very much like to ' call upon 
your mother, and talk to her about the 
lodgings. Do you think she would let me 
come ? " 

" Of course she would. Our address is 
No. 3, Dock Buildings. We often have sailors 
lodging with us. I wanted mother to let me 
go to sea, but she wouldn't." 

"Are you her only child ? " 

"That's all, ma'am, and quite enough, as 
some people say. Bujt here's old Lionel's 
house. And when are you Coming to see 
mother ? Don't come in the day or I shan't 
be at home." 

" ril come this evening if it's fine. I 
have nothing to do in this place.'' 

"All right then. TU teil her, aad then if 
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you like the rooms you can take them, for 
you'll soon be sick of Mother Hodgett, / can 
teil you. Vinegar's nothing to her. Here, 
hie ! Cabby, stop ! First door on the right. 
That's it. Now, ma'am, here you are." 

Master Levitt's graphic description of Mr. 
LioneFs housekeeper proved but too true. 
Vinegar was nothing to her. She answered 
the door in person. A prim, stiff, starched 
old woman, with a sour mouth and a fallen-in 
jaw, who appeaxed to regard all of her own sex 
who had not quite reached her Standard of 
womanhood as natural enemies. Miss Gibson 
looked fuUy five-and-forty, but there is a long 
Stretch between that and seventy, and Mrs. 
Hodgett, having snatched her master's note 
from Master Levitt's contaminating fingers, 
and perused it with a pursed-up mouth, turned 
looks of suspicion even on her middle-aged 
visitor. 

" Well, of all the unreasonable things," she 
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commenced, " to expect a body to turn out 
her rooms at a moment's notice^ and for a 
person as she never set eyes on before ! And 
what axe you staying here for ?" she contmued, 
twmmg round upon the lad, who wa« gazing at 
her with bis mouth wide open with delight ; 
"youVe done what you were told to, I sup- 
pose ? Be off to your work, you lazy varlet, 
and don't stand gaping at me as if you'd never 
Seen a respectable woman before." 

" Never have ! That's why I gape/' re- 
plied Master Levitt, audaciously. "Haven't 
done what I was told to either! Tve a 
message for you, old lady, from your maater, 
and you'd better attend to it, or it'll be the 
worse for you." 

" You hold your imperent tongue, and teil 
mewhatitis!" 

"Why, that you're to make this lady as 
comfortable as you can, and see that she 
has everything she wants. Boast turkey, ice 
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cream^ green peas^ asparagus, &c. &c. &c. 
Whether in season or out of season. Do you 
understand that ? " 

**He never said anything of the sort," 
grumbled the old housekeeper. 

" Didn't he though ? You'd better beUeve 
it, or he'U let you know the reason why. And 
the govemor's gding over to Manchester this 
aftemoon^ and won't be back tili three in the 
morning, and you're to sit up for him and 
keep his supper hot/' 

" I sit up I I sit up tili three in the 
morning ! An old creature like me, with 
every bone aching with the rheumatics I I 
don't believe the master sent any such mes- 
Bage. But how's one to know what to believe 
or disbelieve when he keeps a set of devil's 
imps like you to carry his orders backwards 
and forwards ? Oh dear 1 oh dear 1 " 

"Well, you can believe it or not as you 
<5hoo8e," shouted the boy as he went down 



24 HEB FÄTHEB'8 NAME. 

the Street; "but don't say afterwards that I 
didn't teil you." 

And with that Master Levitt disappeared. 
Mrs» Hodgett shut the hall-door with a groan 
and ushered her unwelcome guest into a 
sitting-room. 

" You seem a quiet sort of a body," she 
Said, as she scrutinised her appearance. " I sup- 
pose I needn't tum the house upside down for 

you r 

Leona's objeet was to conciliate the old 
housekeepöf^, so she immediately disclaimed 
the idea of such a thing. 

" I should be very sorry if you took any 
trouble at all on my aecount, Mrs. Hodgett. 
I have a little business connected with the 
firm, and as 1 am only in Liverpool for a few 
days Mr. Lionel msisted upon my Coming here. 
The plainest food in the world will do for me. 
And as I have a great many things to do in the 
town, I shall be out of doors most of my time." 
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" Oh 1 very well ! you can please yoursclf 
about that, so long as you don't want me to 
go with you. For IVe enough worry down- 
stairs, with only one girl to do the cooking 
and housework, without running after visitors. 
If the master meant this to be a lodging- 
house he should have told me. And then 
to send up his Orders by a worriting young 
varmint like that Levitt. It's enough to 
*put any woman out. Do you want breakfast 
to be got for you now ? It's past twelve 
o'clock." 

" I should very much like a cup of tea/' 
replied Leona, who had tasted nothing that 
moming. 

"Just what I thought it would be," 
grumbled Hodgett, as she prepared to crawl 
downstairs ; ** worry, and trouble, and cooking, 
going on from moming tUl night. It's begun 
already, and it'll never leave oflF. Well 1 I 
don't call this waiting on a single gentleman, 
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and so I shall teil him, and if he can't live 

without ^" 

The rest of her soliloquy was lost in the 
depths of the kitchen stairs. If Leona's mis- 
sion had not been such a solemn one, she could 
have laughed heartily at the old woman's 
exhibition of temper. But the boy Levitt's 
information had startled her, and she was 
rather glad than otherwise to find that Mrs. 
Hodgett's dislike would remove aU bax to hef 
movements whilst she was Mr. Lionel's guest 
For her food, she was blissfully indiflferent as 
to what they might place before her. English 
cooking was distasteful to her palate after the 
highly-seasoned dishes of the Brazils. And 
if she could not eat what Mrs. Hodgett sup- 
plicd, she had but to go out and get her meals 
elsewhere. What were meals to a woman who 
feit herseif trembling on the brink of a dis* 
covery that should clear her father's name from 
shamel 
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Leona never anticipated that jbhe search 
she was prosecuting might end in convincing 
the World of her father's guilt. Her faith was 
as strong as her love 1 She had no knowledge, 
but she had feeliiig ! She/eZi that he was in- 
nocent, and it waa this beautiful unswerving 
filial faith that led her on, without the least 
doubt of ultimate success, through circum- 
stances of difficulty that would have caused a 
less brave spirit to tum back and throw up the' 
game long before. 

But Leona Lacoste was a woman who 
would never give in — ^until she died. 



CHAPTER IL 



"üNCLE BILL." 



It was about six o'clock on a fine summer's 
evening when Leona took her way towards 
No. 3, Dock Buildings, Liverpool. She had 
been feverislily anxious to commence her pil- 
grimage earlier, but two reasons had deterred 
her. One was the lad's request that she wonld 
wait nntil he was at home. She feit it would 
be better if he related the circumstances of his 
meeting with her, and the need that might 
arise for her requiring apartments, to his 
mother first. He seemed to have taken a 
fancy to her, and he was an only child, and 
probably exerted eonsiderable influence at 
home. Then, too, she wanted time before 
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she met these Levitts to think over the sen- 
tences in Abraham Anson's letter that alluded 
to their name, in case aaything occurred by 
which she could gain fresh information con. 
ceming it. She had drawn forth the letter 
from its hiding-place— her bosom— and weU 
pondered over those portions that mentioned 
the family that seemed in some mysterious 
way to hp,ve been mixed up with her dead 
father's fortunes. 

"I'm sorry to say he's heard about that 
business with the Levitt's girl, and wanted me 
to give him particnlars. I pretended to know 
nothing of the affair ; but it appears old Levitt 
has been up to the house, so Td get away for 
a short time, Master George, if I was you. I 
don't want to have to say anything, so I hope 
the chief won't put me on my oath, but I 
think the matter might be settled by money. 
Levitt's very close-fisted, and I shouldn't 
wonder if that's all he cares about. But if I 
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try and bleed the chief again, it wiU bring 
the Levitt affair right about your ea«." 

This was all that related to the Levitt 
familv, but Leona saw that the letter had been 
chiefly written with the view of cautioning Her 
fether on this paxticular subject. Of course 
she guessed that the "Levitt aflfair" was a 
love affair ; but how far had it gone 1 and why 
should the clerk have been so alarmed lest 
it should reach the " chief s " ears ? " Old 
Levitt/' the father of the girl, to whom allu- 
siön was twice made, had probably been 
employed in the firm, which rendered any 
trifling with his daughter more likely to annoy 
the head of it, particularly when the trifler 
was his own nephew. Lepna considered that 
even an ordinaxy^flirtetion, which waa destined 
to end in nothing, might, under the circnm- 
stances, be spoken of in as serious a manner. 
But she could not understand how such a 
piece of bcuUnage could be thought worthy of 
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compensation by money. It must liave been 
an injuiy that went deeper than a flirtation. 
And it was to procure this money to patch 
up bis own foUy that her fatber was supposed 
to bave robbed bis uncle's tili, and mnrdered 
tbe man wbo was so anxious to befriend bim ! 
Leona's lip curied even wbilst ber frame 
sbuddered at tbe pitiful idea 1 Her mind was 
fall of tbese tbougbts as sbe asked ber way to 
Dock Buildings, wbieb were at some distance 
from Mr. Lionel's bouse and situated in a less 
fasbionable quarter of tbe town. Wben sbe 
came to tbem sbe found a piain but cbeerful 
row of small dwellings, close to tbe quay, 
wbere all manner of lading and unlading 
was going on. Dock Buüdings were evidently 
frequented by tbe seafaring tribe. Tbere was 
quite a marine appearance about tbe pink- 
lipped concb sbells, and lumps of rougb coral, 
tbat adomed tbe solitary plot of grass or 
fiowers tbat stood before eacb doorway ; and a 
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card with the inscription — " Apartments for a 
Single gentleman," was displayed in almost 
every window. No. 3 was amongst the 
brightest and most cheerful-looking of the 
lot. There was an evidence of care about the 
little place that betokened the industry of the 
inhabitants. The tiny front garden was filled 
with blossoming annuals, the steps were as 
white as snow, and the palings looked as if 
they had been painted yesterday. 

Leona's knock was immediately answered 
by the lad Levitt himself. He had certainly 
taken an unusual fancy to his middle-aged 
acquaintance. 

" Here's the lady, mother," he shouted, to 
some one in the back part of the house. 
"Do come in, Miss Gibson, and sit down. 
I say, how have you got on with Mrs. 
Hodgett ? What did she give you for dinner .? 
Old boots and garden snails? She's close 
enough to do it." 
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" Not quite so bad as that, Master Levitt/' 
replied Leona, as she foUowed him into a 
tiny, neatly-fumished parlonr. " Did you teil 
your mother I was Coming to look at the 
rooms this evening ? " 

"Of course I did, and here is the old 
woman to corroborate the Statement." 

The " old woman," who was a comfortable, 
matronly person of about forty, now entered, 
with a broad smile on her face, and shook 
hands with Miss Gibson, whom she evidently 
considered on an equality with hq^ seif. Leona 
was glad to perceive this, and immediately 
proceeded to keep up the illusion,^ knowing 
that the more familiär she could become with 
her new acquaintances, the more she was likely 
to get out of them. 

" I hope you expected mc," she said, as 
they exchanged greetings. "Your son here 
was good enough to invite me to come over 
and have ä look at your apartments this 

- VOL. III. D 
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evening, as I may be in want of some myself 
before long." 

'*0h yes. Harry told me all about it, 
ma'am," replied Mrs. Levitt, '^and as soon as 
ever I heard that Mr. Lionel had sent you 
to stay with Mrs. Hodgett I said, 'Well, if 
she doesn't change her quarters as soon as ever 
sbe can, she'll be the first person that ever 
liked 'em.' So sit down, Miss Gibson, and 
make yourself comfortable. And now you'U 
have a cup of tea with us, for I'm sure Mrs. 
Hodgett hasn't given you anything fit to 
drink since youVe been in Liverpool, has she ?" 

"Well, it wasn't very strong, certainly," 
said Leona, laughing ; and Mrs. Levitt re- 
marked, as she bustled about to set the tea- 
Service, that she expected it taßted more of 
the water than anything eise. 

They sat down to tea together; she, the 
mother, and the office lad, but Leona looked 
for the advent of " Uncle Bill " in vain. 



9E 
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"Well, your face is free enough from 
wrinkles," Said Mrs. Levitt, after she had 
been examining her visitor closely. "I 
shouldn't say you had seen much of trouble 
in your day, ma'auL" 

"Indeed, you are mistaken, Mrs. Levitt, 
I may not show it, but IVe had many a 
, care. It's care alone that's brought me up 
to Liverpool," 

" Indeed now, I never should have thought 
it ! I hope you haven't got any money in 
the business. Not but what the house is as 
safe as safe can be, but I hate speculations 
of all öorts. It was that brought my poor 
husband down to an untimely grave/' 

" You are a widow, then ? " 

" Bless you, yes ! and been so ever since 
this lad here was four years old. Mr. Levitt 
was employed under Evans and Troubridge. 
That's why they took on Harry as soon as 
he was big enough." 

D 2 
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"And Fm sure I wish they never had," 
interposed Harry, with Hs mouth faU. 

"Hold your tongue, you foolish boy," 
replied his mother. " It was the most natural 
thing foi: them to do. The Levitts have worked 
under them — and worked well, too — ^for four 
generations past." 

" So I have always nnderstood," said Miss 
Gibson. " I knew the family twenty years 
ago. My aunt brought up Miss Lucilla Anson, 

the daughter of the head-clerk — who was 

you remember ! " 

" The daughter of who, ma'am ? " 

" Of Mr. Anson, who was murdered, you 
know. You recoUeet the murder that took 
place here about that time, surely ? " 

Here the mother glanced at her son, who 
rose from the table, and closed the parlour 
door carefuUy. 

" I didn't know as Anson had a daughter," 
remarked Mrs. Levitt. 
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" It was before your time perhaps." 

" It happened before my marriage with Mr. 
Levitt, though, of course, IVe often heard 
him speak of it. It was a sad thing altogether." 

" Very sad, and particularly as Mr. George 
Evans had a band in it." 

" How, ma'am, did you know Mr. George?'' 

"Yes, weU." 

" And you believe he murdered poor 
Anson ? Don't tbey believe so in Liverpool ?" 

" Such as remember it I suppose do, but 
he never came back to teil the truth for him- 
self, and the story's mostly forgotten now. 
Though they do say that's the only reason 
Mr. Henry Evans — Mr. George's younger 
brother, you know, ma*am-^has left Liverpool 
to live in London. The whole famüy is up 
there now." 

"And is Miss Anson living with them? 
My aunt is very anxious to find out her present 
address." 
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" You quite surprise me, ma'am, with your 
mention of Miss Anson, for I never heard teil 
of her before. Mr. Evans has one daughter, 
I believe, but as for the other, it's quite news. 
to me." 

"Well, I can assure you it's true, Mrs. 
Levitt, and I daresay there are several other 
things that I could teil you about the Evans 
that would surprise you to hear. Those great 
people have so many means of keeping thcir 
secrets close." 

" Ah, you may well say that, ma'am ! but 
my James, he never was a man for telling 
about others. Often and often he aggravated 
me to that degree with his secrecy I could 
hardly abide him; and his father, old Mr. 
Levitt, was for all the world as bad. Not a 
Word could you ever get out of either of 
them." 

'' Is old Mr. Levitt stiU aUve ? " 

"Dear me, nol He died twenty yeara 
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ago. He never was himself after the murder. 
He quite shut himself up from society and 
wasted away. But then he had his own 
reasons for frettiDg, poor old gentleman." 

" All ! you mean about his daughter 1 " 
Said Leona, making a shot at the truth. 

" Lor ! ma'am, you seem to know every- 
thing about everybody." 

"But I know Rebecca Levitt personally. 
She came down to my aunt's house with Miss 
Anson/' 

" With Miss Anson ! Well, I never ! 
Now, did she?" exclaimed Mrs. Levitt, in 
three voUeys of surprise. 

" So, of course, I heard all about that 
little affair with Mr. George." 

" Did you know they was married then ? " 
exclaimed Mrs. Levitt. At this question 
Leona's presence of mind forsook her. She 
feit her colour fade, her face change, her 
limbs tremble. 
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** Married I No. Good heavens 1 they 
were never mai^ried" she cried. 

"Well, as I used to teil my James, it 
seemed unlikely, for the girl had no lines to 
show;. But you see, before Mr. George dis- 
appeared, tliere had been a great noise about 
him and Rebecca, and old Mr. Levitt was 
quite mad about it, and determined to make 
him do her justice ; but, when the murder 
took place and he was gone, of course there 
was an end to it, and he wouldn't have seen 
them man and wife if he could. But it 
was then — so I hear, ma'am, for I wasn't in 
Liverpool at the time — ^that Rebecca stood out 
for it that she had been married to Mr. George, 
and that he had the lines with him. And I 
believe she sticks up for the truth of it to 
this day." 

" But where is Rebecca now ? " stammered 
Leona. She hated herseif for her want of self- 
control, but if this were true — what was she ! 
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" Ah 1 that's more than I cau teil you. 
She leffc Liverpool before I came to it. My 
liusband did hear onee as she was married to 

a jeweller of the name of . Now, what 

was that jeweller's name, Harry ? I know it 
was not English, but I can't for the life of me 
lay my tongue to it." 

"Perhapa your uncle might be able to 
remember it. Didn't you teil me you had an 
uncle living with you ? " said Leona, appealing 
to the boy. 

" Uncle Bill 1 Not he. He cannot re- 
member his own name, can he, mother ? " 

" Oh no. He's been quite a poor natural 
ever since he came back from America," 
replied Mrs. Levitt. 

" America 1 Has he been to America 1 " 
demanded Leona, hastily. 

" Yes, ma'am. He ran away to sea, poor 
foolish fellow, the very night that Mr. George 
Evans took himself off. There was quite a 
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commotion about the two disappeaxing to- 
gether. Some thought as Mr. George had 
arranged it on purpose so as to throw the 
suspicion on poor Bill, but everyone knew as 
he was more than half a fool, poor fellow, 
and his father was here to stick np for him, 
so it passed over. . But years after, when 
old Mr. Levitt was dead and gone, this poor 
silly was brought back to my husband with 
scarcely a rag to his back, by a stranger who 
had taken pity on his condition, and we Ve 
never been able rightly to make out what 
happened to him meanwhile. He's lived with 
US ever since, for I couldn't turn him out 
when James died, and I suppose he'U bide 
on now tili the end. There's only one sub- 
ject that excites him, and that's the mention 
of his sister Becky, and so I never let him 
hear her name- And that's why I wouldn't 
bring him into the parlour this evening, be- 
cause Harry told me you wanted news of her." 
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*^I hope you will let me see him before I 
go, though," Said Lcona, " for I take a deep 
interest in all the family." 

" Antoine was the name of Aunt Becky's 
jeweller, motiier/' interrupted the boy, as the 
remembrance flashed on him. 

To be sure it was. And I suppose she's 
Mrs. Antoine. A curious name to go by in a 
Christian country.'' 

"But if she was maxried to Mr. George 
Evans, how can she be mamed to M. 
Antoine ? '' said Leona. 

" Well, ma'am, the less said about that, I 
suppose, the better. She couldn't be married 
to both of them, could she now ? For Mr. 
George may be alive and well at this moment, 
for aught we know, But all families, great 
and small, have their secrets, and I daresay 
poor Becky, married or not married, ain't 
worse than half the ladies in the land." 

" I should very much like to see B/ebecca 
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again," mused Leona. " I suppose you never 
heard what part of London she settled in ? " 

"No, ma'am, no; and I don't even re- 
member if it was London or Paris. My 
James never seemed to covet any comrauni- 
cation with her after the Business of the 
murder ; indeed he didn't like tlie mention of 
her name. . But 'tis a long time ago now, and 
my motto is, * Let bygones be bygones/ " 

" With regard to the murder of Mr. Anson 
— ^was no suspicion ever cast on any one eise ? " 

" I believe not, ma'am. I never heard of 
it. I think everyone was quite convinced 
it was Mr. George, and his running away 
looked like it, didn't it now ? If he had only 
stayed to answer questions. But he was clean 
gone the very next morning — as clean gone 
as that poor fool Bill, who did tum up again 
as you may see. And the tili being robbed, 
too. It was a shameful business. I don't 
think anybody ever had a doubt in the matter, 
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even to poor Eebecca, for she never held up 
her head after it came to Kght, and the only 
time my husband saw her afterwards, he said 
he shouldn't have known her in the street, she 
was so changed." 

"I wonder what made Mr. Henry Evans 
adopt Anson's child. It was hardly neces- 
sary," said Leona, thoughtfuUy. 

" Ah, there you puzzle me, ma'am, for, as 
IVe told you, your mention of it is the first 
I ever heard of Anson having a child. I know 
he was a widower, but from first to last I 
never heard speak of a famüy. And Becky 
took her down to your aunts, too?" 

"That she certainly did, and cried very 
much when she parted with her." 

**Well, that beats everything; but it's a 
mystery to me. Will you come and look at 
the bedroom now, ma'am, if youVe finished 
your tea. It's always ready to be seen, Tm 
proud to say." 
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Leona rose, and followed Mrs. Levitt up 
the narrow staircase to a nice clean little bed- 
room, loolring over the busy quay. 

'*You wouldn't mind the noise and the 
bustle here, affcer a bit," remarked her would- 
be landlady, " and the masts of the shipping 
seem quite like Company to me. Have you 
ever been on the sea, ma'am ? " 

" Tes." 

'' Ah ! Well I haven't, and I don't wish 
to, either ; but I like to live near the trafl&c. 
We have all the big steamers from America 
nnloading here. There was one came in only 
this morning. Such a lot of passengers as 
they bring. The hoteis won't hold them 
sometimes." 

Leona admired the room, and appreciated 
its proximity to the quay to Mrs. Levitt's 
entire satisfaction, but was unable to say 
when she would take possession of it, or 
whether she would require it at all. 
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" Fjor I am waiting for an answer to . a 
letter that Mr. Lionel haa sent to Mr. Evans 
on my account, and when it arrives I may 
have to go on at once to London." 

" It's all the same to me, ma'am. My 
rooms are never empty long, and Vm very 
glad to havehad the opportunity of making 
your acquaintance, particularly as youVe been 
so nearly connected with the family.. Here's 
poor Bill, if you'd like to have a peep at him," 
added Mrs. Levitt, as she opened the door of 
a side room. 

It looked out npon a strip of garden at 
the back, and the sprays of a climbing 
clematis were intruding through the open 
window. Seated with his back towards them, 
and Tinoccnpied, save by twisting the scented 
blossoms in his fingers, sat a man of not 
more, perhaps, than fifty years of age, although 
his hair and beard were gray. He was such 
a fine, broad - chested fellow, and looked 
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SO strong and hearty, that Leona could 
liardly believe she saw the poor natural 
she had been told of, until her companion 
went up to him and laid her hand upon his 
Shoulder. 

" Now, Bill," she said, as though she 
were speaking to a little child, " where are 
your manners ? Here's a lady come to 
See you. Can't you make her a nice bow 
and say ' Good evening ' ? 

But Uncle Bill, taking no notice of the 
appeal, kept his eyes steadily fixcd upon 
the spray of clematis he was destroying. 

"There now, see what mischief you are 
up to, breaking off the flowers in that lavish 
way. Leave them alone, do," said Mrs. 
Levitt, slapping his hands, " and stand up 
like a man and make your duty to the 

lady." 

At this renewed adjuration, Uncle Bill 
consented to tum his head and look at the 
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stranger, but the minute his eyes feil upon 
lier face, he gave a sharp cry, and trembling 
hid his face in his hands. 

" Lor ! now ! what's took the fellow ? '* 
exclaimed his sister-in-law, as she attempted 
to shake him into reason. " He's just like 
this, ma'am, night and day. You never know 
where to have him, nor what he'll do next. 
Here, Bill, hold up, I say, or I'll send you 
straight off to bed this very minute 1 there ! " 

''l didn't do it," said the man, in a 
strangely-terrified tone of voice. " They said 
I did it ; but someone held my band, and it 
was all in the dark — in the dark— in the 
dark 1 Why was it in the dark ? " he inter- 
rupted himself suddenly to demand of Mrs. 
Levitt. 

" Bless you ! how should I know ? Be- 
cause it wasn't in the light, I suppose. There, 
hold your tongue, do, and don't talk any 
more rubbish." 

YOL. in. B 
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''He didn't do it," said Bill, pointing at 
Leona with his finger. 

"He takes you for a man now," cried 
Mrs. Levitt. " Was there 6ver such a 
natural ? " 

" If you slept, you couldn't feel," con- 
tinued Bill, as he tumed his moumful eyes 
upon Leona. 

" No, Bill, I couldn't," she replied, anxious 
to draw him into conversation, 

" But three days is too long to sleep ; and 
yet you did not die. And you believed it^ 
you believed it ! " 

" Yes, I believed it," said Leona. 

" Why have you come back here ? Do 
you mean to teil of father ? " 

"Why, if he isn't off on his father now, 
and I don't know that I ever heard him 
mention him before 1 He's as good as a 
play, poor BiU is ; you never know what 
tricks he won't be up to next." 
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" Mother, you're wanted 1 " shouted Hany 
from below-stairs. 

" Who is it, my dear r ' 

" It's Captain Gray ; and he can't wait." 

" Lor ! Miss Gibson, do you mind my 
running down for a minute? You can stay 
in the next room if you prefer it to tjiis." 

" I would rather stay here/^ replied Leona. 
She was longing to be left alone witb BiH. 

" Where is your faiher ?" she asked him, 
as soon as Mrs. Levitt had disappeared. 

The fool looked round mysteriously before 
he answered. 

"I mustn't teil, or he wül beat me. I 
mustn't teU anything — how it happened, or 
why I went away. Hush ! they are Coming." 

"But you went away with Mr. George, 
didn't you ? '' 

"Why, you are Mr. George," repKed the 
idiot, with a look of eunning delight at his 
supposed discovery. " Why do you try to 

E 2 
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hide yourself under this ? " pulling at her 
skirts. 

Leona started. The poor fool had seen a 
likeness to her father, even under her disguise. 
But he mustn't be allowed to bruit about 
his knowledge. She must tum the current 
of his ideas. 

" Nonsense ! " she said sharply. " I am 
a woman. I used to know your sister 
Eebecca." 

At that name Bill burst out crying. *^0h, 
poor Becky 1 " he moaned, rocking himself 
backwards and forwards ; " poor, poor Becky ! 
Hush-a-by, baby; hush-a-by. He'll never own 
it, Becky. It's no use. He daren't do it. 
Father shcdl mähe htm do it ? Ah, yes I if 
father can — if father can ! Poor Becky, poor 
Becky 1 " 

And then, suddenly changing his tone to 
one of entreaty, he continued : 

" It wasn't me, Becky. Don't look at me 
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with them eyes, or you'll kill me. What if 
it had been him ? "What then ? What then ? 
Oh, poor Becky ! Poor, poor Becky ! " 

"Now, if he hasn't set off on Becky!" 
exclaimed Mrs. Levitt, in a tone of vexation, 
as she bustled into the room again. " You'd 
better come downstairs, ma'am, for hell never 
leave off tili weVe shut him up for the night." 
And thereupon she insisted npon conducting 
Leona back to the little parlour where they 
had had their tea. 

But during the remainder of the time 
that she stayed there she could still distinguish 
the tones of the poor fool upstairs moaning 
over the same bnrden — 

^^Whxit if it had been him? What then? 
What then ? Oh, poor Becky ! Poor, poor 
Bechy^" 



CHAPTER III. 

A VOICE FROM THE PAST. 

It is marvellous to what extent human nature 
can control itself when under the fear of dis- 
covery, or the necessity for caution. To all 
outward appearance Leona was interested in 
the garrulous gossip of Mrs. Levitt until the 
last farewell had been exchanged between 
them ; but as she left the little house, and re- 
fusing all Master Harry's offers of escort, com^ 
menced to wend her way back to Mr. LioneFs, 
she fairly staggered beneath the remembrance 
of the dreadful doubt that had been commu- 
nicated to her. 

Her father married to Rebecca Levitt 1 It 
was impossible. He could not have so dis- 
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graced himself. He could not have done her 
so irreparable a wrong I Yet, even whilst she 
pondered^ there flew into Leona's mind so 
many instances in which men had, just as 
weakly and inconsiderately, done their cldl- 
dren an irreparable wrong, that she shuddered 
and ceased railing. Suppose her dead father 
had committed the youthful foUy of which 
he was suspected I What was the npshot ? 
Kightfully or wrongfuUy; he found himself 
banished to a foreign country, separated from 
aU his friends, alone, without love, or sympathy, 
or comfort 1 What more natural, if under 
such circumstances, he had found himself 
unable to resist the temptation to accept the 
affection of a young and attractive woman, 
and make her the sharer of his sorrows and 
joys ? Her father had seldom mentioned the 
name of her mother to her. The packet of 
letters she possessed told her nothing. They 
might have been written from a wife to her 
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husband, or a mistress to her lover. They 
breathed but expressions of the most tender 
and confiding affection. Her father's love for 
herseif had been very devoted. Had he made 
it so, to try, in some measure, to repair the 
awful wrong he had done her? As poor Leona 
thought on these things, and tried to throw 
her mind back into the past, and disinter 
some Word, or look, or action, that should 
throw light lipon the mystery that puzzled 
it, she feit her brain reel with the momentous- 
ness of the question. She — who had so 
prided herseif npon her European blood and 
ancestry; she — ^who had believed her father 
to be one of the most honourable and upright 
gentlemen the world had ever produeed ; she 
— to be compelled to know herseif to be 
nothing, worse than nothing— a nameless, 
parentless, base-bom outcast ! — the child of 
a murderer ! For here Leona began, for the 
first time, to falter in her perfect faith in her- 
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father's innocence ! If he were capable of 
the one crime, he might have been capable 
of the other ! And the idea of a disreputable 
mamage, to be denied or concealed, seemed 
to imply a more tangible reason for the ter- 
rible events that foUowcd it, than the mere 
fears of discovery of a few youthful follies 
or extravagances. Blinded by the tears that 
overflowed her eyes as Fancy conjured up 

one fearful image affcer another to her mind, 

* 

and too much absorbed in her own miserable 
imaginings to take^ much heed of the way 
she was going, Leona roused herseif after a 
while to the knowledge that she had lost her 
road. Liverpool is a large and be wildering 
place to a stranger, and though she had cer- 
tainly started in the direction of Mr. Lionel's 
house, she had as certainly permitted her feet 
to miss some turning or other that should 
have conducted her towards it. She w^s. 
first made aware of the f act by a porter run- 
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ning up against her with a large bale upon 
ids Shoulder, and as she stepped out of his 
way she feU against a truck that was being 
wheeled in the opposite direction. It was 
now nine o'clock at night, and as dark as it 
ever becomes at that time of the year. Leona 
started from her absorbing reverie to find that 
she had left the narrow way of the streets 
and gained the docks. Before her rose the 
tall masts of the shipping, dimly defined 
against the darkening sky, whilst all around 
lay bales of cotton, and^silk, and fibre, and 
easks of sugar, and rice, and molasses, and piles 
of iron, and wood, and all the other species 
of merchandise that make England the golden 
land that it is — ^waiting their removal on 
board ship, or their consignment to their rela- 
tive owners on shore. The hour was too late 
for much traflac to be going on. Thenumerous 
public-houses that surrounded the wharves 
had claimed most of the workers of the day, 
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as the shouting. and swearing, and singing that 
proceeded from them prodaiined. But here 
and there some one might be seen working 
after hours. Some few porters were still con- 
vejdng goods or luggage to their destination, 
and one or two groups of better-dressed 
people, passengers apparently by some of the 
numerous steamers lying in dock, were Stand- 
ing about the quay, either inquiring for their 
luggage or giving directions conceming it. 

As Leona came upon this scene, she feit 
quite dazed and giddy. Her heart and her 
head were beating tumultuously, and at first 
she hardly realised where she was. But when 
she did so, she stopped for a moment to re- 
cover herseif. The moon had risen above the 
tall black masts in the river, and was shining 
down upon her with a calm and tranquilising 
light. The night air blew refreshingly across 
the water, and seemed to clear her feverish and 
giddy brain. She feit grateful for the support 
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which nature's elements afforded her, and 
drawing into the shadow, sat down upon an 
unused truck to rest herseif. Whilst she was 
in this Position some gentlemen passed her, 
foUowed by a porter. They were talking to- 
gether, and in a moment she recognised the 
accents of her beloved Spanish tongue, and 
became all interest and attention. 

"You will scarcely get your luggage at 
this time of night," said the first Speaker. 
" You had better make up your mind at onee 
to do without it tili to-morrow moming." 

" But I cannot do without it," replied the 
second. "It is a small portmanteau, but it 
contains the actual necessaries of the toilet. 
They promised to forward it to-day. It is 
most provoking." 

" Which steamer, sir ? " demanded the 
porter. 

But Leona did not wait to hear which 
steamer, At the sound of that second voice 
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she had nearly started to her feet, and only by 
a strong eflfbrt of will controlled herself from 
calling out his name aloud. 

JFor it was the voice of Christohal Valeta. 

They had passed so quickly that she had 
not had an opportunity of distinguishing his 
features, but she could not be mistaken in his 
voice. 

It was Christobal. Her brother, her friend 
— ^her one beloved companion — ^in England, 
close to her, almost within her arms. As the 
truth Struck her, she had nearly run after and 
claimed him. But then she remembered her 
disguise, and her reasons for assuming it, and 
all the consequences that must ensue from dis- 
covering her identity, and shrunk back again, 
feeling the necesaity for concealment press 
harder on her than it had ever done before. 
But still she might see him, he would not 
recognise her. She might look oa his face and 
judge of his weU-doing by his looks— her poor 
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Tobal I whom she had leffc so ill and languid — 
from whom she had existed so long without a 
line to say if he had lived or died ! 

As Leona decided thus, she started after 
the gentlemen, and came up with them just as 
they had reached the edge of the quay, and 
were looking somewhat despondently after 
their messenger, making his way towards the 
plank bridge that connected the wharf with 
the New York steamer, which displayed but a 
Single light to show that anyone was awake on 
board of her. 

** I very much fear they will refuse to let 
you take away any of your possessions so late 
as this/' repeated the Speaker who had spoken 
first before. 

" What a croaker you are, Guzman," replied 
Valera. " The baggage was to be all had up 
from the hold this morning. I must have it. 
There's no question about the matter. I leave 
for London the first thing to-morrow." 
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She crept nearer to them as they spoke, 
and tried to look as though she too were wait- 
ing for news from the steamer. She could see 
him plainly now, His large, dark eyes, his 
delicate features, and silky monstache. She 
could even distinguish on the little finger of 
his leffc hand the gold ring she had given him 
when they were children, and which she had 
often laughed at him since for continuing to 
wear. 

The moonlight glanced on the trinket, 
and inade it glitter ; and something in Leona's 
eyes made the glittering circle dance. She 
was too much occupied with the one thonght 
that Christobal was standing before her even 
to feel surprised at recognising in his com- 
panion, the identieal Don Guzman with whom 
she had fought the dnel on her joumey from 
Eio to New York. All her thoughts were 
absorbed in the knowledge that the greatest 
friend she possessed was close to her. 
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Presently, as Christobal gazed over the 
water, she heard him sigh. 

" Presto ! What aus you now ? " ex- 
«laimed Don Guzman. '^Dreaming of the 
blue eyes of the fair Lilias, eh, Valera ? " 

At these words Leona's hearing quickened. 

" Perhaps," said Valera, vaguely, as he 
sighed again. 

"What, anotherl" cried Guzman. "I 
didn't think you were quite so far gone as 
that. But, in truth, Don, you have not been 
in good spirits lately." 

"I do not know that my spirits were 
boisterously happy at any time, Guzman. I 
have many troubles of which I say nothing, 
and the faet of finding myself in a stränge 

» 

ccmntry, away from all my old associations, 
brings them more vividly to my mind.» 

"New seenes will help to disperse them, 
Valera." 

" I trust so. But I came to England with 
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a secret hope which seems to have faded with 
the first View of her shores." 

"Well, the view from these docks is not 
soul-inspiring, A good night's rest wül make 
you see things in a better light. Here comes 
the porter with your valise. He has got it, 
after alL I congratulate you. And now let 
US retrace our steps to the hotel. You go to 
London the first thing to-morrow morning, do 
you not ? " 

"The first thing to-morrow morning," 
repeated Christobal, indifferently, as they 
tumed away. 

Leona watched their retreating .figures 
nntil they were lost in the surrounding dark- 
ness ; then, groping her way towards a pile of 
goods, she sat down upon the nearest bale, and 
burst into a flood of tears. 

It was late before she reached Mr. Lionel's 
house, and Mrs. Hodgett professed to be quite 
scandalised. " She had never heard of such a 

VOL. ni. F 
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thing before, not slie ; bb ladies tramping out 
on the Street half the night, which she'd 
always been told it wasn't considered respect- 
able for f olk to do ; and ehe hoped that Mr. 
Lionel might take notioe of it, that ßhe did.*' 
Leona pushed paet the gnimbling old 
cpeature, with scarcely a " Good night,** and 
fotind her way np to her own bedroom. She 
was in no condition either to aigue the point 
or to excuse herseif. All she wished was to be 
leffc alone, to think over what was to be done 
next. A few honrs back, had her plans been 
demanded of her, she would have expressed her 
determination to remain in Liverpool imtil she 
had fonnd out all that was to be discovered 
with respect to her father's seeret connection 
with the Levitts. But now — sinee she had 
encountered Christobal npon the wharf, and 
heard his destination, she was all eagemess 
to foUow him to London. She feit as though 
flrbe must brea'äie the same air as he did. The 
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fiiglit of him had acted on lier like the taste of 
blood upon the läger. She thirsted to aee him 
again. 

So ehe began to hope that Mr. LioD^l's 
appeal oa her behalf to Mr. Eyans might be 
responded to by some desire to speak to hear 
in person, and to think that if it were not so 
she must go to town on her own ßpecnlation. 
But she was not disappointed. At an early 
hour the next moming the surly old bouse- 
keeper informed her that her master wished 
to see her before he went to the office^ and 
on her entering the dimng-room she found him 
xeady charged ^th directionB conceming her. 

" Good moming, Miss Gihson, Pray be 
oeated. I trust Mrs. Hodgett has xnade yon 
BS comfortable afi the poor lesourees of a 
bachelor's establishment will permit. Mr. 
Evans has lost no time in replying to my 
eonmmnicaticai respeeting yoa, Miss Gibson. 
l received Ms answer äiis moming." 

F 2 
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" Oh, ho ! " thought Leona to hersdf, " so 
you considered my claim of sufficient import- 
ance, then, to demand a telegram, for by no 
other means could Mr. Evans have heard 
of it in time to write by the aftemoon 
post." 

But all she said aloud and demurely was, 
" Indeed, sir ! " 

"Yes. I told you he would be the last 
person to deny such ä plea as you bring 
forward in support of your claim to his 
patronage. My partner is a kind-hearted 
man, as well as a good and generous one. 
He perfectly remembers and acknowledges the 
care which your good aunt bestowed upon 
Miss Lucy Evans (you will please to note in 
speaking of that young lady, Miss Gibson, 
that Mr. Evans much objects to hear her 
mentioned by any name but his own), and 
would wish to requite it, if possible, by being 
of use to you. You told me, I believe, that 
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your object was to obtain some place as house- 
keeper or nurse ? " 

"Any place of trust, sir. I have not 
been used to menial offices." 

" Of course, of course ; naturally. Mr. 
Evans hopes he may be able to help you 
to some such Situation, but he would wish 
to see and speak to you first He desires 
me in this letter/' continued Mr. Lionel, care- 
lessly twisting about the sheet of notepaper 
he held in his band, *'to ask if you will go 
to London and see him on the subject." 

*^It is a long way to go for an uncer- 
tainty," remarked Leona, thinking it wiser to 
make a few preliminary objections. 

" It is a long way," acquiesced Mr. Lionel. 
" My partner is quite aware of that fact, and 
that you may not be prepared to run about 

the country on a mere speculation. But 

will you excuse me for a moment, Miss 
Gibson?" he continued, interrupting him- 



room. 
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seif suddenly, and preparing to leave the 



Certainly/' replied Leöna, remarking with 
secret satisfaction that he had alreadj in an 
abstracted manner laid his partner s letter on 
the inantel-shel£ 

As the door closed behind him, she sprang 
froan her seat and seized the paper« It eon- 
tained bat a flew W(Mcds : 



" Deab Lionel, — Tou have acted perfectiy 
right. Send the woman on to London at any 
cost Pay all her expenses, bribe hör if 
necessaxy, or bring her youiself ; but make her 
come straight froni your honse to our oflGlce. 
I think I have a plan for keeping her under 
my omx eye.-Youis in haste, 

"Hbnet Evahs," 

She had scaxcely replaced the letter in 
its former position when Mr. Lionel re- 
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entered the room with. some bank-notes in 
Ms band. 

"My partner being unwilling you sbould 
be hampered by any unforeseen expense in 
travelling, Miss Gibson. has begged me to give 
you these from bim. and to request you wiU 
use them to defray the cost of your joumey to 
London." 

As he spoke he tried to place two five- 
ponnd note& in her hand. But she drew back- 
ward* 

" I am much obliged to Mr. Evans for his 
oflFer, sir, but I am in no immediate want of 
money." 

*'But come, Miss Gibson, you will not 
refuse to take them, I am sure. Money is 
always acceptable, whether we have our 
pockets füll or not" 

"I must refuse, Mr. Lionel. I told you 
yesterday I had no design to beg from Mr. 
Evans." 
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" Well 1 I suppose you must have your 
own way, but my partner will be annoyed to 
hear of it. When do you intend to go to 
London ? There is no huny, you know. My 
poor rooms are at your service for as long 
as you cboose to use them." 

" You are very good, sir, but I think the 
sooner I see Mr. Evans the better. Should 
my application to him prove unsuccessful, I 
must go on to my friends in Scotland. You 
have not yet given me the address in London 
where I am to call.*' 

" Ah I to be sure ; well, here it is — ^Messrs. 
Evans and Troubridge, 320, High Holbom. 
You will not forget it." 

"I wiU write it down," she answered, 
"and I shall start to-day." 

" So soon ? " Said Mr. Lionel. 

" Yes, sir. I have no time to spare." 

" Why, I have just seen a young gentle- 
man who has come over from America on 
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business with the firm oflF by the train. You 
might have travelled together, if I had known 
it, and Don Valera could have taken care of 
you on the joumey." 

What name did you say, sir ? " 
Don Christobal Valera. By the way, a 
most curious thing happened the other day to 
OUT London firm. But I will not detain you, 
Miss Gibson. The story might possibly possess 
no interest for you, and, if it does, you will 
hear all about it when you get up to town, for 
they can talk of nothing eise in the house at 
present. If you are quite determined to leave 
US to-day, there is an excellent train at eleven 
and another at twelve. You will not, in any 
case, be in time to see Mr. Evans, but he will, 
doubtless, give you an interview the first thing 
to-morrow moming." 

" I thank you, sir, I shall present myself 
at the office in Holbom as soon after ten 
o'clock to-morrow morning as possible. I am 
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extremely obliged to you for all the dvüity 
and kinduess you have shown me» Mr. lÄonel. 
It may prove the tuming-point in my career." 

"I trust it may lead to a comfortable 
berth, somewhere/' replied 'Mr. Lionel, as be 
bowed her to the door. "A snug house- 
keeper's place to some rieh old bachelor ; eh, 
Miss Gibson ? How would that suit now ? or 
head-nurse in a duchess's famüy ?" 

" I would rather have the first, sir," replied 
the supposed Miss Gibson, gaüy ;. and Mr. 
Lionel chuckled, and said she was a sly puss, 
and he wouldn't trust her to remain Miss 
Gibson long if she once got some unfortunate 
bachelor under the domination of her eyes. 

Two hours after she was travelling back 
to London, and Mr. Evans had received a 
telegram to that effect. 

* * -Jt ^ * 

The foUowing moming he sat in his office, 
expecting her promised visit with anything but 
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pleasurable anticipations. For so manj years 
past tke subject of his unfortunate brother's 
crime and self-banisliment had beea so com- 
pletely tabooed that he had ahnost come to 
believe that the world had forgotten it, and he 
would never heax it mentioned again. And to 
have it crop up through a stranger, and one 
who visited Liverpool, and for anght he knew 
might be indnced to take up her residence 
there, was very annoying. His whole aim 
had been to hnsh the matter up, so that the 
interests of the firm might not be damaged by 
the memory of so ugly a story ; and now to be 
told that this woman, who had been intimately 
aequainted with members of his family at the 
very time of the occurrence, had appeared with 
the whole story firesh in her memory, and 
ready to be retailed on the slightest occasion, 
provoked him beyond meaaure. From the 
moment of receiving Mr. LioneFs telegram he 
had resolved on one thing. Miss Gibson must 
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either be bought up, or bought out. She must 
either be bound down by gratitude to hold her 
tongue, or she might be bribed to adopt an 
exile, where it might wag without detriment 
to his family or himself. But before he 
decided on which course of action to pursue, 
he must see what sort of woman he had to 
deal with. He had never met the aunt, but 
he had heard excellent accounts of her. If 
the niece were like her, she might be a person 
of delicacy, with feelings to be appealed to, 
and a sense of honour which would make her 
shrink with horror from the idea of betraying 
the trust of the family who befriended her. 
With such ideas coursing through his brain, 
Mr. Evans waited the advent of Miss Jane 
Gibson with feverish anxiety. As she entered 
his private office he almost trembled. But 
there was nothing in her appearance to alann 
him. On the contrary, when he looked up 
and encountered the smooth, placid face, and 
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net cap and quaker-like bonnet, that this 
middle-aged person presented to him, he feit 
reassured. Leona had taken the extra pre- 
caution during this interview of shielding her 
glorious eyes with a pair of spectaeles, and 
though Mr. Evans slightly started as she first 
met his view, her further appearance aroused 
no remembrance in him of the gay dShonnair 
boy who had so mysteriously disappeared from 
his family circle. 

" Miss Gibson, I believe," he commenced, 
nervously. " Pray be seated, madam. My 
partner, Mr. Lionel, informs ine that you 
consider, in consequence of certain Services 
rendered in past times to my daughter, 
that '' 

Now, Leona had fuUy weighed the worth 
of the stress Mr. Evans, in his letter to Mr. 
Lionel, had laid on the necessity of her being 
sent upto London "at any cost," and determined 
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to find out of how much consequence her 
knowledge was to him. Sq she intemipted 
him here without ceremony. 

** I beg your pardon, sir. You are aUuding, 
I suppose, to Mr. Anson's daughter ? ^' 

Mr. Evans frowned. 

"Whatever name that young lady may 
be entitled to by jights, she has been known 
now for many years to the world only bb my 
adopted daughter, Miss Gibson '' 

" Very good, sir. So I have heard ; but I 
thought that between you and me " 

^^ Between you and me, Miss Gibson t 
What do you wish me to understand by ußing 
that expression — hetween you and me?" 

"That there is not the sam« necessity 
for caution, Mr. Evans, as there would be 
were you speaking to a stranger. / know 
all/'' 

" All— all? What do you m«an by aüV' 
he repeated, with a sicMy smile, alAough th© 
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hand with which he played with his ivory 
paper-cutter shook as he awaited her reply. 

Leona drew her chair closer to his. 

" All about the murder o£ Abraham Anson^ 
sir/^ she said, in a low voice, " and the part 
that was taken in it — and by whom — and the 
reason why you wish Miss Lucilla Anson to 
he knawn hy the name (^ Evans" 



CHAPTER IV. 



*' DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND." 



As Leona uttered these words, Mr. Evans rose 
hurriedly from bis chair, and turning the 
handle of the door, glanced into the passage 
beyond, to satisfy himself there were no 
listeners to their conversation. And as he 
reseated himself she saw that even in that 
short time his face had grown whiter and 
more troubled, and feit she was on the right 
track. 

" You speak very strangely, Miss Gibson/' 
he said, as he passed his handkerchief across 
his brow, " and too openly to be agreeable. 
If, as you aflärm, you know, or have heard, all 
the details of that unfortunate business, your 
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good sense and natural delicacy of feeling 
must surely point out to you the pn)priety 
of not making the subject a common one.'^ 

'' Certainly, sir ; and hitherto my Kps have 
been closed to aU. But considering the time 
cU which, and the circumstances under which 
Miss Lucilla Anson " 

" I must beg of you, madam, to call that 
young lady by her accustomed name/' intei> 
rupted Mr. Evans, almost fiercely. 

" I beg your pardon — Miss Lucilla Evans. 
Considering the time and the circumstances, 
as I was saying before, sir, it is scarcely likely 
that I should not be acquainted with the 
whole story of her birth, particularly as I know 
Eebecca Levitt." 

At that name Mr. Evans started up as if 
he had been shot. 

*' Rebecca Levitt ! " he exclaimed. *^ Why, 
she's dead years and years ago I " 

"Not at all, sir," replied Leona, coolly. 
yoL. m. G 
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" On the contrary, she is living and married, 
or supposed to be so." 

•* Whom did she marry ? Where does she 
live ? " 

" I am not quite sure if I should be 
jnstified in telling you that, without her con- 
sent, sir. Kebecca has kept out of your way 
for a long time, and doubtless had her own 
vTeasons for doing so." 

"Miss Gibson, teil me the truth," said 
Mr. Evans, solemnly, as he wheeled round 
and confronted her. " Is this a plot on the 
part of Kebecca Levitt and yourself to obtain 
possession o£ any property of hers that she 
may imagme to be in my hands ? " 

This most unexpected question opened up 
such a new field of conjecture that.Leona was 
for a moment bewUdered, and hardly knew 
what to answer. But one thing was certain. 
This idea of Rebecca Levitt being close at 
hand, and producible at any moment, was an 
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alarming one to Mr. Evana And she must 

* 

not let him know that his fear was iin- 
founded. 

" A plot, sir," she replied. " I am sur- 
prised that you should think fit to nse such 
a term to me. How or for what reasons 
should I be concemed in a plot against you ? 
My aunt, Mrs. Gibson, had the Charge of 
Miss Lucüla for several years, and did her 
duty by her. She is now too old and feeble 
to work any more; in fact she has become 
ehüdish, and is under the charge of an 
attendant. Under these circumstances I find 
myself obliged to earn my own living and 
Support her. What is more natural than 
that I should apply to you for assistance — •' 
to you, who are the most wealthy of all 
her former employers ? But that you should 
consider me capable of '' 

And at this juncture Miss Gibson's feelings 
gettiüg the better of her fortitude, her voice 

G 2 
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broke down, and her handkerchief went up to 
her eyes. 

"Indeed, my dear madam, you are quite 
mistaken. I had no intention of wounding 
you in this manner, but I must confess that 
the name and remembrance of Rebecca Levitt 
are aKke distasteful to me. I am quite ready 
to acknowledge how much I am indebted to 
your good aunt for the care she took of my 
adopted daughter during her childhood, and 
to retum her kindness in any way in which 
I am capable, to yourself. Will you teil me 
openly what are your circumstances, and how 
I can aflford you assistance ? " 

" My circumstances, sir, are such that I 
am on the look-out for any Situation in whicb 
I can eam my own living." 

" I suppose you want some very superior 
Situation, though, such as Superintendent of a 
gentleman's family, or companion to a lady ? 
You would not undertake any lower office, eh ?" 
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"I would undertake anything, sir, by 
whicli I can get my livelihood," said Leona, 
thinking only of the best answer by which 
to keep up the character she had as- 
ßumed. 

"If that is the case, I may be able to 
help you. Were you attached to the person 
of Miss Lucilla Evans when a child ? " 

" I waa always fond of children," she 
replied, evasively. 

"Should you know her again, do you 
think, were you to see her ? " 

" Yes, sir, I am sure of that." 

"Then would you like to undertake the 
Charge of her, that is of her apartments, 
wardrobe, &c. ? My daughter is an invalid, 
Miss Gibson ; and lately, I am sorry to say, 
she has been more delicate than usual. Our 
old nurse and housekeeper, Mrs. Kaymond, has 
been her attendent hitherto, but she has been 
laid up with gout for some days past, and will 
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never, perhaps, be able to TCsunie her duties 
about Miss Lucy. At any rate the companion- 
ship of a superior person like yourself would 
always be a comfort to her, and relieve Mm 
Evans of a large share of trouble. Now, da 
you fancy that is the sort of position you 
would like to fill ? " 

As Mr, Evans' intention broke on her mind» 
Leona's heart throbbed with joy. She had 
never dreamt of such good luck as this : to be 
takcn back into the very house she had been 
obliged to fly from, and in a position where 
there would be less probability, perhaps, thaik 
in any other of the discovery of her identity. 
To be able to prosecute her search in the 
quarter where she would be most likely to 
obtain information — ^the kitchen floor — ^and at 
the same time to be intimate with the upper 
storeys, and close to him whom she had no 
doubt was already installed in the place she 
had left vacant in the household. She could 
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hardly believe in her good fortune. Her eyes 
sparkled with the delight of sucoess, and her 
pleasure was apparent. 

"Indeed, sir," commenced ahe, "there iß 
nothing I siiould like better." 

"I am glad to hear you say so, Miss 
Gibson. Mrs. Evans and I have been talking 
for some time past of the necessity of getting 
some one for the purpose I have named, and 
I See no reason why you should not fulfil 
our requirements, Your name is suflSicient 
guarantee for your character, With respect 
to your duties, my wife can better inform you 
than myself ; but your salary will be liberal — 
eighty pounds a year." 

Again Leona was pleasantly taken by 
surprise. Why this unusual salary for a 
head servant, unless some sinister motive lay 
beneath the generosity ? 

" You are, indeed, very good, sir," she 
replied, " and if I can do all that Miss Evans 
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will require of me, I shall be but too happy to 
accept the Situation/' 

" Very well, then ; consequent on Mrs, 
Evans' approval (of which I have no doubt), 
we will consider tbat matter settled. But I 
have a little bargain to make with you con- 
ceming it, Miss Gibson." 

"Whatisthat, sir?" 

"That the subject on which you have 
spoken to me to-day — the story of — of — 
Mr. Anson's unfortunate death, shall never be 
mentioned in my house. It is needless to 
teil you that Miss Lucy hnows nothing of her 
parents. She believes herseif to be my child, 
and not a hint must be breathed in her pre- 
sence to upset that conviction. If, as you 
say, you know all, you must be aware of the 
urgent necessity there is for concealing the 
name of her father from her" 

" Of course I am aware of it, sir." 

** It would be putting her to useless shame. 
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to torture, to misery, to let her know it!" 
continued Mr. Evans, covering his face witli 
his hands. 

** I quite agree with you/' replied Leona. 

He looked up, half frightened of this 
woman, who professed to know everything, 
and took it all so calmly, Intuitively he feit 
that she was not deceiving him in saying so — 
that his family secrets were in her possession, 
and that it behoved him to eouciliate her as 
much as possible. 

'* I am glad of that. I feit, as soon as I 
saw you, Miss Gibson, that you would not only 
perceive the necessity for caution, but preserve 
it out of the goodness of your heart. We wül 
make this bargain with each other, then ; that 
my house shall be your home under the cir- 
cumstances we have already alluded to, and 
that in return you will preserve an inviolable 
secrecy with regard to the past. It is all done 
and finished with, Miss Gibson, and can never 
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be undone. It is fax better to bmy it in 
süence." 

"You are doubtless rigbt, sir," she said 
evaßively. 

" My next condition is, Miss Gibson, that 
the person we mentioned — ^if, as you say, still 
living — does not come to my house without 
my knowledge." 

" That I can safely promise you, so far a& 
it is in my power to prevent it." 

"Perhaps it is wrong of me to say I am 
sorry to hear that Rebecca Levitt is still alive, 
Miss Gibson ; but I heard, and I hoped, that 
she had died many years ago. For all our 
sakes — and especially for Lucilla's — ^you must 
see it would be better we should never meet 
again. She has been silent, and apparently will- 
ing to forego all her claims npon us so long, that 
I concluded death had ended her troubles. But 
since it is not the case, it would be extremely 
impolitic of her to rake up old matters anew." 
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"Her Claim is a very strong one, ßir/' 
remarked Leona, putting out thereby what is 
tenned " a feeler." 

"Well; yes — jes. I acknowledge that 
But still the question is : What good can she 
do herself by bringing it forward ? And espe- 
cially if she is married. Would it not be 
wiser for every reaaon to let the matter rest V 

"/ should think so, sir. And with poor 
Mr. George away, too, or dead — ^no one knows 
which '' 

"Dead, Miss Gribson, dead. There is no 
doubt, after all these years, of my poor brother 
being dead If I thought otherwise — if I couJd 

think otherwise " continued Mr. Evans^ 

with unmistakable agitation in his voice. 

" And yet there's many a one returns, sir, 
who has been given up for dead by his friends 
and relations.'^ 

"Don't speak of it, Miss Gibson; pray 
don't speak of it," he continued, in the same 
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tone, ''or you will utterly unfit me for 
business. That old grief can never be for- 
gotten, but we have not mentioned it for 
years. Your Coming has unfortunately revived 
its memory, but I trust this is the last time 
you will allude to it. I will be frank witb 
you. My finn is, as you know, one of the 
most prosperous in England. My position in 
Society is by no means despicable, and I have 
considerable wealth at my command with 
which to keep it up, Under these circum- 
stances you must be aware how detrimental 
the propagation of such a scandal as we have 
been talking of would prove to my name, 
both in business and in fashionable circles, 
let alone the sorrow which the remembrance 
causes me. You will theref ore oblige me if 
from this hour you entirely drop the subject. 
I never wish to hear it mentioned, nor even 
alluded to in the remotest manner. And, in 
consideration of which, it shall be my care 
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to see that you want for nothing, whether in 
my house or out of it. Are we perfectly 
agreed on this matter, Miss Gibson ? " 

Leona was anything büt perfectly agreed 
to a bond that must render all the trouble 
sbe had taken futile, but sbe could not aflfect 
even to appear to differ from her supposed 
patron. So she got over the difficulty in 
some clever, shifting, feminine way, and took 
her leave, bound to appear before Mr. and 
Mrs. Evans the same evening, and make the 
final arrangements for taking up her abode 
with them. As she left the presence of her 
uncle, and found herseif in the glaring streets 
again, Leona could hardly believe in her good 
luck. As the door closed upon her retreating 
figure, Mr. Evans rubbed his hands, and con- 
gratulated himself on his diplomacy. It was 
a complete case of " diamond cut diamond." 
It had been agreed between them, in the 
course of their conversation, that she would 
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call in and see Mrs. Evans that same evening. 
So, a little after eight o'clock Leona presented 
herself at the familiär door, and heard througli 
the open Windows the sounds of laughter and 
talking from the dinner-table at which she 
had so lately sat a welcome guest. She was 
shown into a small study on the ground-floor, 
where in a few minutes Mrs. Evans found 
her. The little lady, generally so brisk and 
lively, looked less so than usual, Legna 
imagined, as she walked demurely into the 
room, and begged her to be reseated in the 
chair from which she had risen. 

ä 

" My husband teils me he has already, in 
some measure, explained to you the kind of 
person we require to attend upon Miss Evans. 
She has a maid to keep her wardrobe in 
Order, and dress and undress her. But she 
is, unfortunately, in very delicate health, and 
often lies awake at night. We want some 
onc, therefore, to be more of a companion 
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thau a servant, to read to her when she is 
restless, to see she takes her medicine regu- 
larly, to accompany her occasionally in her 
drives, and to be near her when she lies 
upon the sofa." 

"To wait upon her, in faet, madam, as 
a mother or a sister might wait upon her, 
were she dangerously ill." 

*'Just so, Miss Gibson. I see you per- 
fectly understand what we require. I do a 
great deal of it myself, but I have my house 
and my Mends to look aÄer, and cannot be 
always by Miss Lucy 's side. Sometimes, I 
fear, you may find her rather fractious— her 
illness, which arises from a weakness of the 
spine, is apt to make her so. And added to 
that, I mueh regret to say that the dear girl 
has experienced a great disappointment lately. 
But that has nothing to do with our engage- 
ment, nor would the story possess any interest 
for you." 
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"Anything which affects Miss Evans' 
health will possess, I hope, for the future, an 
interest for me, madam; but where tliere is 
no necessity for my Hearing her private aflFairs, 
or those of any of the family, it is best they 
shonld remain untold." 

Mrs. Evans was enchanted with this reply. 
She thought she had never met with any 
person who impressed her so much at first 
sight with her judgment and propriety as 
Miss Gibson did. 

"There is one thing I am rather puzzled 
about," were the next words she said, " and 
that is, how I am to manage about your meals, 
Miss Gibson. My husband teils me you know 
his family well," she went on frankly, " and 
so you must know that I am country bred and 
bom, and have not much knowledge of town 
customs. I should wish to make you as com- 
fortable as possible, and to do everything that 
is right, if you will just teil me what are 
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your ideas upon the subject Of course I 
couldn^t think of asking you to take your 
meals in the servants'-hall, but I am afraid 

you will be lonely eating tbem by yourself ; 

% 
and it is only on her worst days that Miss 

Lucilla takes liers in her bedroom. Now, 

what will be the best arrangement to make 

about it ? " 

The question was put so ingenuously that 
it did not seem unnatural that Leona should 
slightly deliberate beföre answering it, and 
during those few minutes of delay she re- 
viewed her forces as a general reviews his 
troops, and decided on the servants'-hall. , 

'*I will not deny, madam/' she replied, 
'* that I am unused to the society of my in- 
feriors. My appearance and manner will have 
told you as much already. But since I have 
consented, and with the utmost gratitude to 
you for the offer — to enter your family in the 
capacity of a sick nurse to Miss Evans, I 

VOL. m. H 
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woiüd prefer to take up my proper position 
in the household. Were I to take my 
meals alone I should only excite the envy 
and distrust of the servants, neither am I 
fond of eating by myself. With your per- 
mission then I will dine in the hall with the 
others. " 

" I think you have come to a very sen- 
sible eonclusion, Miss Gibson, though I should 
not have ventured to propose it. You will 
find all my servants respectable and superior 
people. Mrs. Raymond, the housekeeper, is 
especially so." 

*^ And now may I venture to ask, madam, 
how soon you wish me to enter upon my 
duties ? '' 

" Whenever you please, Miss Gibson, to- 
night or to-morrow. It is all the same to me. 
We are rather in confusion just now, our house- 
keeper being laid up, and two guests having 
arrived unexpectedly yesterday." 
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*' Can I be of any use in filling her place ?" 

*' I daresay you might. It is very good of 
you to propose it. But I should never dream 
of asking you to do anything more than I have 
already mentioned." 

*' I shall be glad to make myself useful in 
any way in return for your kindness," replied 
Leona. And then it was agreed between them 
that she should enter upon her service the fol- 
Ipwing day, and consider that her salary com- 
menced from the same date. 

As Mrs. Evans, in her familiär countrified 

manner, was showing her out of the hall door, 

Leona heard that of the dining-room open, 

and caught a glimpse of a file of men in even- 

ing dress taking their way upstairs. There 

was Mr. Evans, who did not at that moment 

seem to wish to recognise her ; there were the 

everlasting Captain Rivers and Tom Hastings ; 

and lastly came Don Guzman, and a slight 

figure, the sight of whose back alone made 

H 2 • 
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Leona's heart tlirob with mingled pain and 
pleasure. 

" Are you suffering ? Your face is so suf- 
fused," Said kind Mrs. Evans, as she notieed 
Miss Gibson's complexion change. 

*^ It is only the heat, madam. Even at 
this hour of the day there seems to be 
scaxcely a breath of wind." 

" You may well say so. It is stifling. We 
were thinking of sending Miss Lucy to the sea- 
side next week, and now that you are Coming 
to look after her I imagine we are certain to 
do so. Good evening. Any time to-morrow 
that is most convenient to yourself will do for 
US. Good night. Good-bye." 

And so she was kindly dismissed. 

When she reached the next tuming she 
stood against some raiHngs for a few minutes, 
just to recover herseif. 

Oh, it was hard — ^bitterly hard — ^to see him 
and not to speak to him 1 Leona s heart was 
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bursting to know everything that concemed 
himself and her. How he had passed his con- 
valescence — ^if he had discovered the trick she 
had played upon him — ^what Dona Josefa had 
Said upon the subject — above all, what he 
had thought or believed. 

Now that she had seen him again, that she 
knew he was within a few yards of her, it 
seemed incredible that she could have been 
satisfied to remain without news of him three 
long months. He — her brother — her Toball 
The boy who had played with her from child- 
hood — the man who had been her nearest 
friend and counsellor and companion ! 

But she was going to live in the same 
house with him. That thought was a balm 
to all her present ill. To-morrow she should 
sleep under the same roof as Tobal — should 
hear his name, perhaps his voice, and see his 
face every hour ! 

Leona went home to the hotel where she 



102 HEB FÄTHEB'8 NAME, 

had stayed the night before, and slept long 
and well under the sense of that conviction. 

* ^ ^ . ^ ')h 

Meanwhile, Don Christobal Valera, who 
had come to England immediately on the re- 
ceipt of the news by the New York firm of 
the fraud that had been perpetrated in their 
name upon their London correspondents, was 
receiving from Mr. Evans a füll, true, and 
particular account of every circumstance con- 
nected with the mysterious appearance and 
disappearance of the young man who had 
assumed his name and presented his letters 
of introduction. 

" Such a nice boy as we all thought him," 
said Mrs. Evans. " The only thing that ever 
Struck me about him as stränge was his 
extreme youth. He professed to be two- 
and-twenty, but he did not look more than 
eighteen — if so much." 
• "You will pardon my great curiosity, I 
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lope, upon the subject," replied Don Chris- 
tobal, " but you must be aware it possesses 
an overpowering interest for me. Would you 
mind describing to me over again, as minutely 
as you can, every detail of the appearance of 
this impostor ? " 

" I can teil you to a T, Valera," interposed 
Captain Eivers, who liad taken as great a fancy 
to the real Simon Pure as he had taken a 
dislike to the false one. "He was nn under- 
sized, flabby little beast, with fat white hands, 
pink cheeks, a rosebud mouth, and every other 
description of horror. He used to loll about 
with the women all day, and boast tremen- 
dously of achievements which he never saw, 
find '' 

"Stop, Rivers!" said Mr. Evans; "you 

are nnjust in your description. You never 

liked the lad, and you are prejudiced against 

him. But Valera desires an accurate know- 

edge of his appearance, remember, for other 
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purposes than the gratification of personal 
spite. Our firm and his have been deceived 
and cheated by this pretended Spanish. cor- 
respondent, and we want to discover the 
offender, and bring him to justice." 

"The sooner the better, I should say," 
grumbled the captain, sotto voce. 

" Had he not been so ejffeminate-looking, 
the young man would really have been hand- 
some," continued Mr. Evans, tuming to Valera, 
**for he had beautiful featnres." 

" What colonred hair and eyes ? " 

*'A deep red or chestnut colour, and very 
thick and curly. I am speaking of his hair. 
As for his eyes it is not so easy to describe 
them. I am not much in the habit of looking 
at people's eyes, but I could not help noticing 
Valera's — I beg your pardon, Don — it's diflä- 
cult to drop calling the impostor by his 
assumed name. They were the most peculiar 
eyes I have ever seen, large and long, of 
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precisely the same colour as liis hair, only 
with .black eyebrows and lashes, and the most 
extraordinary yellow light about them." 

"A yellow light 1 " eried Valera, suddenly. 
*' How veiy peculiar. I never heard of such 
a thing before," he added a moment after, in a 
sedater tone. 

" Nor L I used to look at the boy with 
asto^ishment. His eyes seemed to change like 
a panther's. Sometimes they looked as black 
as night, at others, clear as amber. Where 
are you going, Don ? " he continued, as the 
young man left his side and walked in 
a be wildered manner towards the open 
window. 

"Only for a breath of fresh air. Your 
cramped atmosphere chokes me, monsieur/^ 
said Christobal, as he leant his feverish brow 
against the sül, and gazed up into the dark- 
blue star-spangled sky. 

The Stars seemed to look back upon him 
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with their yellow light, and confirm the sus- 
picion that Lad arisen in his mind. 

"Black as night, clear as amber," he re- 
peated to himself. "As sure as those stars 
never change their lustre, those eyes must 
have belonged to her. Yet Leona here — in 
the conntry she vowed she never would visit, 
as an impostor in name, and sex, and position, 
as a defrauder of my rights, the rights of me 
whom I thought she so much loved. Madre 
di Bios! I would sacrifice every prospect 
I have in the world, sooner than believe it 
trne." 



CHAPTER V. 



A NOVEL POSITION. 



*' Caramba," cried Don Guzman, " the descrip- 
tion answers pretty accurately to the appear- 
ance of that little friend of yours, Valera, who 
nearly gave me my quietus on our road to 
New York. Sapristi ! I shall never forget the 
coolness with which that lad put a bullet into 
me. And all because I had doubted the purity 
of your Spanish blood. Can it be Leon 
d'Acosta that has been personating you ? You 
told me you had lost sight of him lately." 

'^The same idea has passed through my 
brain," said Christobal. *'And yet I cannot 
think it possible." 

" Why not ? The boy had an ajQfectionate 
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heart and plenty of courage; but^our own 
welfare is always tte first consideration with 

" Not with — with Äim," replied Valera. 

"It is Strange," remarked Mr. Evans, 
" that I never had any doubt about this young 
fellow from the beginning. I am generally 
considered ' *cute ' enough in business matters, 
but he completely took me in. He had such 
a refined courtier-like air about him, and made 
himself so general a favourite. As for the 
women," continued Mr. Evans in a lower 
voice, "he made complete fools of them 
— what with his acting and his singing." 

"Did he act well, this boy, as if he had 
been used to it ? " demanded Valera. 

" Splendidly. He took us all by surprise 
one night at a friend's honse. I don't care 
much for such things myself, but I confess he 
astonished me. And he had a very fine voice 
too, and sang to his guitar in several languages. 
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He spoke' English as well, if not better than 
you do yourself, Don." 

" Did he appear familiär with the Brazik?" 

" Perfectly so, and from what you teil me, 
with every particular concerning your family 
and antecedents. I think he must, at some 
time or other, have been intimate with your- 
seif or your Mends." 

" Teil US how it was you lost yoür letters 
of introduction, Valera," said Guzman. " How 
did they go? When did you first miss 
them ? " 

" Well, that I can hardly teil you. Just 
as I had received them from the finn I 
feil dangerously ill of typhoid fever, and 
know nothing that happened for weeks after- 
wards." 

" Aprds f '' 

"As soon as I was weU enough I was 
taken away to the country for change of air 
and thought no more of letters until I was told 
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they had been already presented in England 
by someone assuming my name." 

"And bave you no idea who had an 
opportunity of getting at your private papers?" 
Said Mr. Evans. 

" There was no rnan associated with me at 
the time," replied Christobal, evasively. 

" May I ask who nursed you during your 
illness ? " 

" My mother and a female friend of hers. 
As far as I know, no one eise touched any- 
thing that belonged to me." 

" It is all very mysterious," said Mr. 
Evans ; " and even if we catch the lad, I 
don't see what we can do to punish him. 
He has defrauded no one as yet. He had 
not the time to do it. I suppose he must 
have received some intimation of your arrival 
before he left here, for he and I had had some 
private conversation that morning " 

" I wish you wouldn't talk so loud, Henry," 
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Said Mrs. Evans, coming up to them. " Your 
voice reaches the other end of the room, and 
poor Lucy is listening to every word you say. 
If you miLst talk about that horrible, deceitful, 
wicked young man, take Don Valera into the 
conservatory. " 

" All right,'^ replied Mr. Evans, obediently^ 
as he moved away with his guest, "You 
wül understand, Valera, *that under ordinary 
circumstances I should not repose in you, or 
anyone, the confidence I am about to do now; 
but I consider it is necessary you should know 
all. On the very moming this impostor left 
US, I had been talking to him on the subject 
of my daughter and himself." 

" Had he presumed to — to — address Miss 
Evans, then ? " 

« 

"He had, as she believed it. Any way, 
there was a sort of understanding between 
them ; and my daughter, being a very spoilt 
child, made herseif ill by fretting after him. 



112 HEB FATEEE'8 NAME. 

SO I thought it time to put in my oar. We 
had a long conversation on the subject." 

^' And what did he say ? " asked Valera, 
Guriously. He would have burst out laughing 
in his host's face, believing as he had com- 
menced to believe, had his mind not been 
too moumfuUy exercised on his own account 
As it was, he had diffieulty in appearing as 
serious as he should have done. 

" He seemed startled at first, as though he 
had hardly expected such a communication 
on my part. When I had made him fully 
understand my meaning, he appeared — as I 
have no di&culty in believing now that he 
feit — extremely flattered. He acknowledged 
the preference he experieneed for Miss Evans ; 
and in consequence, believing it was all right, 
I reposed a confidence in him which I much 
Tegret to have parted with. Notwithstanding 
that, I promised it should be all straight 
sailing for him. I remember now that I was 
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ratlier surprised at the diffidence with wHch 
he met my offer. I suppose the young rascal 
had received some intimation of your arrival, 
and knew that under any circumstances he 
would not be able to keep up the ball much 
longer." 

"Did he agree to marry your daughter, 
then ? " demanded Valera. 

" Well, not exactly. He shilly-shallied 
with the subject, and I ascribed his hesitation 
to his modesty. He said he was engaged to 
spend a few days with some friends at 
Streatham, and asked leave to postpone fiirtlier 
discussion of the subject tili his retum. Of 
course I assented. I had no wish to force 
my daughter on him. All I wanted was to 
secure her peace of mind. The scoundrel!" 
addedm Evans, aBgrily. 

" I hope Miss Evans has not feit his 
defection much ? " 

" She could not but feel it, Don. She is 

VOL. UI. I 
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very sickly, and spends most of her time on her 
back, and this fellow had made himself almost 
necessary to her. She has plenty of friends, 
but his gentle ways and winning manners 
suited her nervous temperament better, I 
suppose, than the roughness of most men. 
She fretted more than enough at his going to 
Streatham. When we discovered he had never 
been there I thought she would have had a 
serious illness from suspense, and your arrival 
has been the crowning blow. I insist upon 
her mixiüg in society, because I know solitude 
is the worst thing for her, but I do not know 
what mischief may not be süently working in 
her System the while. The fellow deserves to 
have his neck wrung." 

" Might not change of scene prove bene- 
ficial to Miss Evans ? " said Christobal, un- 
willing to discuss the advisability of wringing 
the neck of the unknown impostor. 

"My wife and I have talked of it more than 
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once, but the girl is unwiUing to go. However, 
we have lately secured the Services of a very 
nice and respectable attendant for her, with 
whom we think she may be indueed to visit 
the seaside. A family is a great responsibility, 
Don Valera. You are fortunate in not having, 
as yet, eneumbered yourself with one/' 

" I do not know what would become of my 
very slender and uncertain prospects if I had," 
replied Christobal, with a laugh that broke oflF 
in something very like a sigh. 

•5t -3^ * -5^ -st 

When Leona returned to the Evans' house 

on the foliowing day, she feit herseif to be 

a person of some little importance. She knew 

that Mr. Evans would have repeated to his 

wife all that he knew conceming her, with 

a caution respecting the treatment he wished 

her to reeeive, and that in her turn Mrs, Evans 

would have communicated his sentiments, more 

or less, to the servants of the household. She 

I 2 
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was not surprised therefore on presenting her- 
self to find that the footman nshered her into 
a private room, where she was presently joined 
by her new mistress, and welcomed with every 
appearance of cordiality. 

" Mr. Evans and I have been laying our 
heads together, Miss Gibson, and come to tbe 
conclusion that, if it is agreeable to yourself, 
you and Mrs. Eaymond had better take your 
meals together in her little sitting-room 
upstairs. I am sure you will like Mrs. 
Raymond, she has been in omr family forty 
years, and is a most good-tempered, chatty 
old lady. Will you come up and see her 
at once (she is confined to her room, as I told 
you, -v^ith the gout), or will you be introduced 
to Miss Lucy ? " 

" I will do whichever is most agreeable to 
yourself, madam." 

" Then I think it will be pleasanter for you 
to take off your bonnet and make yourself 
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comfortable first, Miss Gibson, and when you 
have had a cup of tea you can come to my 
room. This way." And, going before ber, 
Mrs. Evans trotted np the staircase until tbey 
reacbed and entered the bousekeeper's apart- 
ment. Although Leona knew but little of the 
domestic life of servants, and the style of their 
treatment in England, she had kept her eyes 
ßufläciently open to be aware that, for the 
Station she had assumed, her reception was a 
very unusual one. Her Statements then to her 
iincle had had the desired effect. He was 
afraid of what she might have to disclose. He 
dreaded the old story being raked up again. 
What might he not have to dread when she 
had found out and sounded Rebecca Levitt, or 
Antoine ? For to discover this woman's 
whereabouts, and to hear all the evidence 
she might be able to bring to bear upon the 
subject of Abraham Anson's murder, was 
Leona's next design. 
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Mrs. Kaymond received her more cordially 
than might have been anticipated of one liead 
servant welcoming anotlier, The truth is, 
the old housekeeper had seen her day, and 
was thankful for the prospect of any help 
in her duties. She had been too long with 
the Evans to feel jealous of an interloper. 
She knew (and for the same reason that made 
the security of the new comer) that whatever 
happened she would never be deposed from 
the place she held in their household. They 
could not aflford to offend so old a servant. 
So, after a careful scrutiny, that resulted in 
a grünt of satisfaction, Mrs. Raymond made 
Miss Gibson welcome to her sanctum, and 
gave her such a cup of afternoon tea as only 
housekeepers and such as have the run of 
the storeroom know how to brew for them- 
selves. 

The first conversation between the two 
women ran naturally upon Miss Lucilla, and 
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the shameful manner in which she had been 
treated by the "furrin young gentleman." 
Mrs. Kaymond did not restrain her tongue 
during the discussion. She had evidently 
been made cognisant of the position Miss 
Gibson had formerly held towards the family, 
and assumed that she must be perfectly au 
faxt with everything that concemed its mem- 
bers. She animadverted freely enough on 
the conduct of the supposed Valera, and the 
scandalous manner in which he had eventually 
" cut and run " — " just for all the world, my 
dear, like a life-guardsman on leave that I 
was engaged to be married to when I was 
a girl — ^the handsomest creature as ever you 
saw, with blue eyes and fair hair, and standing 
six foot two in his stockings, if he stood an 
inch — and who borrowed ten pounds of my 
poor father on aecount of the expenses of 
the wedding trip, and then ran away and 
rejoined his regiment, and we never could 
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get no satisfaction out of him afterwards — 
never I " 

** But this young gentleman hasn't robbed 
anyone, lias he ? " demanded Leona, trembling 
for her own honour. If Mrs. Raymond had 
answered " Yes," she would scarcely have been 
able to avoid betraying herseif by a deniai 

" Bless you, no, my dear ; and he had öne 
of the nicest faces as you ever set eyes on, 
with beautiful brown eyes. What coloured 
eyes are yours ? " demanded Mrs. Eaymond, 
suddenly interrupting herseif as she turned 
about and confronted her new acquaintance. 

"TheyVe of a brownish colour, too, but 
very weak," replied Miss Gibson, as she re- 
sumed the spectacles she had laid aside for 
a moment. *' I can't bear the light upon 
them at all." 

" Bad for needlework, I should say," sug- 
gested the housekeeper. 

*' Very bad," replied Leona, who, possessing 
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little or no skill with her needle, was delighted 
at having found an excuse that should absolve 
her from exhibiting her deficiency in that 
respect. 

"Well, it's a pity, but it doesn't much 
signify here," said Mrs. Eaymond, "because 
Miss Lucy's maid looks after her wardrobe, 
and I expect you're to be more of a companion 
than a servant to her." 

" I believe so, from what Mrs. Evans told 



me. 



^' She Said the same to me, and that you 
knew pretty near as much of the family as I 
do. That's why I was going to mention the 
poor young gentleman's eyes to you. I can't 
keep from calling him poor, because he did 
remind me so of Master George. His eyes 
were the very moral of his." 

" That's Strange, isn't it, when they were 
no relation to eaeh other ?" 

" Well, I don't know. Your eyes remind 
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me of Mr. Valera's, too, though you never 
heaxd of him before to-day. It is the colour, 
I suppose, that makes the resemblauce. 
Although, I must say, I used to be foolish 
enough to wonder to myself if that poor boy 
could be any kith or kin to our Mr. George." 

" Why, Mrs. Kaymond, how could he have 
been ?" eried Leona, looking and feeling really 
Startled by the housekeeper's suspicion. 

"Well, my dear, I daresay it was only an 
old woman's fancy, but the likeness at times 
was powerful. And you see, Mr. George went 
to foreign parts, and this lad, he came from 
foreign parts ; and though weVe heard nothing 
of our poor dear since he leffc England, and 
don't know if he's dead or alive, still, anyway, 
he might have left a family behind him— but 
there, Fm foolish, and don't you get repeating 
a Word of what IVe said to Mrs. Evans or 
Miss Lucy, or I shall never hear the end 
of it." 
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" Don't be afraid. I shall repeat nothing. 
Only you know the rumour there was about 
Mr. George before he leffc England, and I 
should think he wpuld scarcely have married 
in the face of it." 

" Lor, my dear ! I said nothing about 
marriage. And who do you think would 
marry a poor creature with a curse upon him 
like that. It was only my nonsense, no 
doubt ; but I must say, the first time I 
caught a good sight of Mr. VaJera, he took 
my heart away." 

" Can you give me Rebecca Levitt's ad- 
dress ? " said Leona, trying to speak naturally, 
and as though the answer were of no moment 
to her. 

"No, I can't," replied Mrs. Raymond, 
sharply ; " and if I could I wouldn't. She's 
been dead and buried, so I hear, these ten 
years past; and dead or alive we don't want 
her about this house again. She's brought 
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misfortune enough into it for one lifetime, I 
should think, and I wonder at any calling 
themselves friends of the master's taking the 
trouble even to mention her name." 

'*I am sure I beg your pardon," said 
Leona, humbly. "I have no more reason to 
like Kebecca Levitt than you have; but Fve 
cause to believe . she's not dead, because I was 
speaking with some of her relations only the 
other day in Liverpool." 

"Well, 'tis a pity she ain't dead then," 
rejoined the housekeeper, *^for a more de- 
eeitful hussy never breathed. I wish the whole 
family had been drowned in the Eed Sea 
before we had set eyes on them. They're at 
the bottom of all the misery we've ever had." 

"Yet Mr. Evans employs some of the 
Levitts still in his house at Liverpool." 

**He has his own reasons for that, my 
dear, as you may well believe. But I don't 
think he could stand even the name of that 
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Becky being mentioned before him again, 
That's the bell to Miss Lucy's room. Mrs. 
Evans said she would ring it when she wanted 
you. If youVe quite done your tea, perhaps 
you'd better go." 

Miss Lucy's room was a pretty little 
boudoir, opening from her sleeping apartanent, 
and wbere sbe usually spent her momings. 
Leona had often passed an hour there with 
her guitar, and her heart smote her sensibly 
as she entered it now, and saw poor Lucilla 
stretched upon the couch, looking so feeble, 
and languid, and wom out. Mrs. Evans was 
seated by her daughter's side. 

" This is Miss Gibson, my love," she said, 
as Leona made her appearance. "Will you 
let her sit with you whilst. I run down to 
your papa ? You can teil her just what you 
want." 

" Yes," replied Lucilla, wearily. 

" Take a chair by the side of the sofa, if 
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you please, Miss Gibson, and keep the flies off 
Miss Evans with this fan. Her handkerchief 
and eau-de-.cologne bottle are on that table, 
and tbere is lemonade in the ice-cooler in the 
comer. You will be sure and teU Miss 
Gibson all you may want, love, won't you ? " 
Yes," repeated the girl, in the same tone. 
Some friends may come up to see her 
by-and-by, Miss Gibson. You must admit them 
or not, according to her Orders. I shall not be 
gone more than an hour. Good-bye, dear 
Lucilla." And with a kiss to the invalid, 
Mrs. Evans trotted out of the room. 

" Can I do anything for you, miss ? " said 
Leona, as she approached the sofa. 

''Nothing, thank you," replied Lucilla, 
with closed eyes. 

Leona took Mrs. Evans' vacated seat, and 
commenced to fan the languid invalid. As 
she was thus employed she examined her with 
interest, and was shocked to see how great an 
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alteratiön her disappointment had made in her. 
Lucy's face had always been pale — now it was 
drawn and sallow, and the dark, leaden-tinted 
circles round her eyes showed how many tears 
the poor child had shed over the defalcation 
of her supposed lover. 

Leona had never professed to feel more 
than friendship for Lucilla ; but her conscience 
smote her as she remembered that but for the 
deeeption she had practised, her sentiments 
could never have been misinterpreted. With 
all her courage, and determination, and ap- 
parent insensibility to the feelings of others, 
OUT heroine had a kind heart, and she feit 
terribly sorry for the ludicrous error into 
which Lucilla had fallen; and her sorrow 
gave birth to a desire to relieve it. 

If she could manage to engage the girl's 
attention (so Leona argued to herseif), and 
gain some influence over the girl's mind, she 
might, with the many opportunities of con- 
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verse open to her, continue to undo some 
of the miscliief slie had caused. The fancy 
Lucilla had taken for her in her masquerading 
costume being but one-sided, was not likely 
to prove lasting ; and there was Dr. Hastings, 
as Leona well knew from former Observation, 
ready to step into the breach, and offer his 
patient all the consolation in his power. As 
she sat and süently examined the havoc fret- 
ting had made in the girl's appearance, Leona 
resolved to do all she eould to favour Dr. 
HastinffsV suit. But to attain that end she 

o 

must first win Lucy's liking and confidence. 

She was roused from her reverie by finding 
that her charge's eyes had opened, and were 
fixed lipon her face. 

"I don't want any more fanning, thank 
you. It Chilis me. Why does mamma say 
I knew you when I was a little girl ? I never 
saw your face before." 

" Oh yes, miss, you did 1 Down at Mrs. 
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Gibson's, in Sussex, yeaxs ago. Don't you 
remember Jane Gibson ? " 

« 

** No, I do not," replied Lucilla, shaking 
her head, *' You must be mistaken. I never 
forget a face that I have once seen. And 
there was only Mrs. Gibson there and a woman 
— I forget tbe name we used to call her — 
Watson, or Walters, or something like that." 

" Wallis, you mean," interposed her com- 
panion ; " an old servant, Wallis. She is still 
living at Willowside with my aunt." 

" Yes, that was her name, I remember now. 
So you must have been at Willowside at some 
time, but not with me." 

*^ Oh yes I was 1 but it was so long ago 

you have forgotten me, Miss Lucilla." 

" I never forget faces," repeated Lucilla 

emphatically ; " and you were not at Willow- 
side at the same time that I was." 

Leona became somewhat alarmed at this 
obstinacy, which might lead to unpleasant 

YOL. in. K 



13Ö HER FÄTHERS NAME. 

inquiries. She was so unused to children, 
and their ways, that she had miscalculated 
the strength of a child's memoiy, and she 
did not quite see her way out of this fresh 
difficulty, But her mother-wit came to her 
assistance. She knew if she removed the 
spectacles she wore that Lncilla would see 
something familiär in her eyes, for which, 
from her dress and gray hair, she would be 
unable to give a tangible reason. And from 
the confused memory that would foUow Leona 
thought she saw the means of convincing her 
of the truth of her own assertion. 

*' I am sorry I should have passed so com- 
pletely out of your mind, Miss Lueilla," she 
answered, " but I know the reason why, I had 
brown hair in those days and strong eyes, now 
my hair is nearly white, and I am compelled to 
wear glasses. I think if I remove them you 
will have less difficulty in recognising me." 

She suited the action to the word, and 
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Lucilla gazed on the eyes she had so lately 
decided to be the most beautiful in the world. 
Bat crow's-feet had been delicately pencilled 
at the comer of each eyelid, and the black 
brows above were nearly white, so that her 
first glanee eUdted a little cry of pained 
suiprise, the second mystified her. She feit 
that she had, and yet she had not, seen them, 
and the face to which they belonged, before. 
And the consequent confusion that ensued in 
her mind, brought about the very result that 
Leona had anticipated. Lucilla could not 
decide for herseif, so she was fain to accept 
the decision of another. 

" Yon know me now, you see," remarked 
Miss Gibson. 

"I suppose I do,'' replied Lucilla, in a 
wondering kind of way. "Your face looks 
familiär to me, and yet I cannot associate 
it with Willowside, nor have I any idea where 
I have seen it before." 

E 2 
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" You were such a mere child at that time, 
remember." 

" I suppose that must be it, yet it seems 
Strange I should forget. Perhaps you were 
not always in tlie house, Miss Gibson." 

" I was in and out, and about. I re- 
member you perfectly, Miss Lucilla, and so 
does Wallis. My poor old aunt is too foolish 
now to remember anybody." 

" Hark ! " interposed Lucilla, " was not 
that a knock at the door ? It must be tbe 
doctor. Let him in, Miss Gibson, please/' 

And Leona, rising hastily and letting the 
spectacles, to which she was so unaccustomed, 
fall from her lap, went forward to do her new 
mistress's bidding, and found herseif face to 
face with Chrütohal Valera ! 



CHAPTER VI. 



LEONA IS DISCOVERED. 



As the door opened their four eyes met, and in 
that moment he recognised her. He had no 
time to take in the details of her costume : 
the eminently respectable black silk dress ; the 
primitive coUar and cuflfs, and the old-fashioned 
cap with lilac ribbons that adomed her head. 
He had no time to mark the gray wig — ^the 
white eyebrows — ^the painted wrinkles — he saw 
only Leona's eyes, those eyes that were so 
imlike any other eyes on earth; those rieh, 
fathomless brown orbs, with the restless light 
playing across them, like sunshine glistening 
through a thick tracery of leaves. Lucilla* 
had not been able to recognise them, because 
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even had she stayed to consider whose eyes 
they resembled she would only have sighed at 
the memory they recalied, and been quite im- 
able to associate the appearance of this middle- 
aged woman with the fascinating youth whose 
loss she deplored. But Christobal had seen 
and studied Leona's countenance linder every 
sort of disguise. She would not have been 
able tö deceive hiin by her male attire, nor 
directly her eyes met his could the supposed 
Miss Gibson keep up her incognita. And as 
recognition flew to his face and made it glow 
with sudden pleasure and surprise, Leona saw 
aa plainly as he did that she was recognised. 
And yet the space of time occupied by a flash 
of lightning might have covered what it has 
taken so many words to put down on paper. 

"Jf'amze/" he exclaimed, without the 
slightest disguise, and as she heard the word 
Leona beüeved that all was over with her. 
But the next moment Christobal had recovered 
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himself, and though our heroine waa trembling 
from head to foot her courage did not desert 
her. 

" This is Miss Evans' room, sir. Do you 
wish to see her ?" 

"Fardon! yes!" he answered. "I was 
commissioned by Madame Evans to bring these 
flowers" — ^intimating a large bouqnet he carried 
in his hand — " to mademoiselle, and to ask if 
it is her pleasure to drive in the Park this 
evening." 

" It is Don Valera, Miss Lucy," said Leona, 
tuming to the couch. " Do you wish to see 
him?" 

" Oh yes ! Ijet him come in/' said Lucy, 
indiflferently. She had heard the exclamation 
he had given vent to on first meeting Miss 
Gibson, but it had conveyed no meaning to 
her ears. She knew neither French nor 
Spanish sufficiently well even to understand to 
which language the expression belonged ; and 
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öhe was so accustomed to hear the numerous 
foreigners that frequented her father's house 
using their native idioms, that if she noticed it 
at all, it was only to wonder whether Don 
Valera was takmg an oath, or uttering a prayer 
to his favourite saint. So that the visitor was 
permitted to enter, and whilst he was paying 
the usual amount of compliments a man con- 
siders due to the daughter of the house he is 
staying at, Leona's agitatiön had leisure to 
subside, and she could think of the best means 

« 

to prevent Christobal further betraying her 
identity. Not but what she believed that, 
once assured of her wish, he would respeet it ; 
but she had everything to explain to him, and 
she feared that his impatience might maJce him 
forgetful of the härm he might do her by his 
indiscretion. She knew that, having once de- 
tected her in a false position, Christobal would 
never rest until he had learned the truth, and 
that the sooner she could give him an inter- 
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view the better. So, with her back tumed 
towards the couch where they were conversing 
together, she tore a leaf from her pocket-book 
and hastily scribbied on it, in Spanish : 

" Be silent — ^be patient — for the love of 
God, and I will teil you all. This evening, 
when they go out in the carriage, I shall 
remain in this room." 

She crushed the paper in the palm of her 
hand, and held it so, waiting. 

In a few minutes Don Valera rose to go. 
He was evidently making a great effort to 
speak lightly; but Leona could deteet the 
nervous tremor in his voiee. 

" Then, mademoiselle, I am to convey to 
madame your consent to dine with her this 
evening ? " 

" Oh yes ! if mamma wishes it I will go. 
It is all the same to me," replied Lucilla. 

"Pardon, mademoiselle, but I venture to 
surmise you will not find it aU the same when 
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you get out of this warm room into the cool 
fresh air. It is very charming iu the Park 
to-day/' 

" Perhaps you will accompany us, Don ? " 

"With pleasure, mademoiselle, if I gain 
the consent of madame. I will go then and 
teil her that you will be ready — ^how soon ? " 

" In half an hour." 

" In half an hour. Au revoir^^ said 
Valera, as he bowed and prepared to quit the 
room. Leona walked swiftly to the door and 
held it open for him. As he paased through 
it he gave her a glance that cut her to the 
soul. She responded to it by thrusting the 
piece of paper in his hand. 

Then he tumed and looked back upon her 
from the landing, and had she obeyed the 
impulse of her heart, she could have run for- 
ward and clasped her arms about his neck, and 
cried for joy at seeing him again. But the 
exigencies of her position were strong upon her. 
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and she shrunk backwards instead, and dosed 
the door npon him. 

" I£ youTl open the second long drawer 
of that wardrobe, Miss Gibson, you'll find a 
pale-blue Walking costume and bonnet. I'll 
wear them to-day. Will you do my hair 
before I leave the sofa ? Thank you. How 
nice and firm and plump your hands are. 
They're just Hke a girrs. And you brush 
hair beautifully. You seem to brush all the 
pain out of my head. I should have it done, 
frequently, only my maid pulls at my hair 
and tangles it so, that it is pain instead of 
pleasure. But your touch is wonderfully 
soothing." 

" I am so glad you find it so, Miss Lucilla. 
I know what a good eflfect brushing the hair 
has upon nervous pain. I will try the effect 
of it when you are restless. It might often 
send you to sleep at night." 

" I think it might, but I should not like 
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to give you so much trouble. What do you 
think of the gentleman who was here just 
now, Miss Gibson ? He is considered to be 
very handsome/' 

"I think he is handsome, Miss Lucilla, 
for a foreigner. But you don't" think there 
are many men like Englishmen, I'm sure." 

" Indeed I do ! There was a young 
gentleman staying with us the other day " — 
here poor Lucy stopped and sighed — " he was a 
Spaniard too, like Don Valera, and he was the 
handsomest man IVe ever seen in my life." 

" Indeed, miss. What was he like ? " 

"Oh! he had such beautiful hair/' cried 
Lucy, delighted to find a new listener for the 
topic that absorbed her. "A kind of a deep 
chestnut colour, and a straight nose, and such 
glorious eyes, and teeth as white as pearls, and 
such pretty little hands and feet." 

" Dear me, miss 1 that seems more like the 
description of a young lady than a gentleman 
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to me. A man should be broad and lusty, 
and tanned by the weather; and have good 
strong limbs to protect himself and others 
Avith. I am afraid the young gentleman you 
speak of couldn't have been of much good out 
ofadrawing-room." 

** Oh 1 but he sang divinely, Miss Gibson, 
and played the guitar, and acted so well; in 
fact I think he could do everything." 

" Well, Miss Lucilla, T should like to see 
your paragon, though I don't fancy I should 
hold him of much account beside a gentleman 
like Dr. Hastings, for instance." 

" Dr. Hastings ! Why, when did you 
know him ? " 

"I don't know him, miss, and IVe only 
seen him once sinee Fve been in the house. 
But I noticed what a fine, strong, manly gen- 
tleman he is, and Mrs. Kaymond told me his 
name. Now he's what / call handsome, if 
you like." 
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" Tom handsome ! " mused Lucilla. " I 

« 

never even thought of him in that light. But 
ie is very strong. He can carry me as easily 
as if I were a baby." 

"Ah, and as good as he is strong, miss, I 
am sure. Anyone could see that at a glance. 
Will the other gentleman be here again 
soon ? " 

^^ What, Don Valera ? " 

" No ; the handsome young gentleman you 
ivere speaking of." 

" He was Don Valera." 

" But is not that the name of the one that 
Tisited you just now ? " 

Lucy saw the error she had made, coloured 
and hesitated. 

" Yes— but '' 

" They are brothers, perhaps." 

"Oh no. They're no relation to each 
other, but they have the same name. I don't 
think he's Coming back again — not just yet, 
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that's to say," continued poor Lucy, rapidly 

and incoherently — " and will you please to 

get me out my parasol, Miss Gibson — and a 
pair of gloves — and — I think mamma must be 
ready by this time, if you'll just go and see, 
and teU her that Fm dressed, and will wait 
liere tili the carriage comes round." 

Leona saw through tbe eamest desire to 
get rid of her, bom of poor Ijucy's personal 
fear that she had said more about the defalcant 
Valera than was either necessary or prudent. 
She was willing enough to let the subjeet drop 
for the present, foreseeing plainly that the 
foolish little heart would before long unbosom 
itself again. And she was right For what 
she did not know was that Mr. and Mrs. 
Evans, from a mistaken idea that they were 
acting for the best, had strictly tabooed the 
mention of the false Valera's name, and refused 
to let Lucy discuss the subjeet of her feelings 
respecting him with anybody. Consequently 
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the poor girrs heart, left to broöd over her 
disappointment, was positively bursting to re- 
lieve itself by placing confidence in some 
sympathetic mind. 

It is the greatest error possible to suppose 
that a trouble is increased by discussion. On 
the contrary, air it freely, and it will probably 
die a natural death in half the time. It is the 
pent-up grief that will not expire, but feeds 
upon the heart until it has drained it of all 
life and energy. Some people cannot talk of 
their trouble. So much the worse for them. 
It proves how deep it lies, how sorely it 
has wounded. It is like a terribly diseased 
limb, to uncover which even is agony. But 
when they can talk, and wish to talk, do not 
prevent them. Be patient and mercifuL Listen 
to the öft-repeated tale again and again, with- 
out a look that shall warn them they have 
wearied you. Hear how handsome he was — 
how beautiful she looked — ^how divinely each 
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one of them sung or danced, or wrote, or 
played — not once, or twice, or a dozen times 
(that is if you love the narrator), but as often 
as your tormentor chooses to inflict it upon you 
— without a sign of impatience, or contempt, or 
fatigue, and great shall be your reward. For 
of all the acts of mercy registered in heaven, 
«urely to bear our fellow-creatnres' burdens 
ftftet this fashion must be amongst the highest. 
The relief of such vent for a broken spirit is 
incalculable — ^the want of it renders the bürden 
almost too heavy to bear. 

Yet the best of mortals on oecasions refuse 
it to their fellow-sufferers, on the score that it 
^ increase tiieir disappointment , to dweU 
Tipon it. They betray the merciful exemption 
they have had from such suflfering by the mere 
idea. 

^ ^ 4t * * 

The carriage had rolled away from the 
door, and, as Leona, peeping behind the blind 

VOL. III. L 
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of a front window had observed, without 
Valera. The house in Hyde Park Gardenß 
was now nearly empty. The afternoon visitors 
had departed ; the ladies gone out ; the gentle- 
men not yet retumed from their yarious 
avocations ; and the servants, congregated in 
the basement, were enjoying the first interval 
of leisure they had had that day. Leona lin- 
gered about Lucilla's room, confident -that 
Valera would join her as soon as ever he con- 
ßidered it prudent to do so. 

And he came even sooner than she had 
auticipated, not creeping silently up the stair- 
case, but with a dash and a bang, as if the 
whole house belonged to him, that frightened 
her to hear. Into the room he rushed rapidly, 
energetically, as if no power on earth should 
keep him another moment from her side, and, 
ßlamming the door behind Hm, ran forward 
and clasped her to his heart. Leona had in- 
tended to act a little, more for the sake of 
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any who might overhear tlieir interview than 
in the cause of prudery ; but when she feit 
Christobal's arms tightly wound about her, 
and bis face laid against her own, every con- 
sideration vanished before the " kno wledge that 
her dearest friend was with her again, and 
she cried* with joy and excitement. 

" Tohal! Tobalito! mon fr^re, mon cherir' 
she kept on repeating, in broken tones, as she 
allowed the young man to embrace her accord- 
ing to his wüL 

**And so I havefound you again, m^amie/" 

he exclaimed, as soon as there was a pause, 

**after all these weary months of suspense 

and waiting, and honible doubt, I have found 

my sister again. Do you know what you 

have subjeetedme to by your silence and mys- 

tery, Leona? Do you know how I have 

suffered, scarcely risen from a sick bed, and 

unable to gain any tidings of you, except that 

you had left New York ? Madre di Dios / 

l2 
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my worst enemy could not have devised a 
more cruel fate for me than lias been inflicted 
by your hands. Teil me the reason of it ! 
Why did you tlirow up your engagement at 
tbe theatre witbout letting me know ? What 
influence has drawn you to visit a country to 
wbich you have always expressed the greatest 
antipatby ? And why do I find you in my 
employer's house in a disguise, unbefitting your 
• birth, your beauty, or your profession ? There 
is some terrible mystery in all this, Leona.» 

" Tobalito I forgive me for all I have made 
you suffer ! I did not forget you. If it had 
been possible, I would have made you my 
confidant. But there was no alternative." 

" Yöu speak in riddles, m^amie." 

*' It is so long a story, you must give me 
time for explanation. I will have no more 
secrets from you, Tobalito. I will teil you 
everything, but it must be on one condition." 

*' Name it, Leona ! " 
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" That you do not in any way attempt to 
stop me in the path of duty I have chalked 
out for myself." 

*' Have I ever attempted to turn you from 
your duty, w/amie? " 

'^ You promise then ? " 

" Teil me first, why do I find you under 
this disguise ? " 

" Because it is necessary to my design. It 
is not the first I have adopted since Coming 
here. Cannot you guess, Tobal? I am the 
person who stole your letters, and introdueed 
myself here under your name. I could not 
accomplish the design I have in hand under 
that character, so I adopted another in order 
to enter the house again." 

Valera dropped her hand, and sunk into 
the nearest chair. 

" Oh, Leona, Leona ! " he murmured, '* I 
suspected this ; but I would rather have heard 
any other confession from your lips." 
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The girl flung herseif at his feet, her gray 
hair and prim attire contrasting strangely 
with her ardent eyes and impetuous manner. 

" Tobal, speak to me 1 Where was the 
great härm of it ? I would have died sooner 
than injure you. But you conld not travel at 
that period ; and I knew that as soon as you 
were fit to do so, the firm would provide you 
with firesh letters of introduction. The only 
risk I ran was to mysel£" 

" But why — why, my darling ? What 
object could you have had in undertaking 
this mad freak ? What are you doing in this 
house ? Why have you sunk yourself to the 
level of a servant ? " 

" My ans wer is almost contained in your 
questions, Tobal. You have known my nature 
from a little child. Why should I do that 
which is naturally abhorrent to me unless I 
had some great and important end in view ? " 

'' What end can you have ? " 



LEONÄ 18 DI8C0VEBEB. 161 

" The most powerful of all — ^the clearance 
of my dead father's name from the charge of 
Tnurder ! " 

At tliat Word Valera started from his 
chair. 

" Leona, you must be dreaming* This is a 
delusion, an hallucination on your part. Who 
ever dared to couple M. Lacoste's name with 
so foul a Charge ? Why did you not teil me 
of this before ? Whoever he had been, even to 
a king upon his throne, he should have re- 
tracted the calumny, or feit the power of a 
Spaniard's revenge." 

** Thanks, monfrire^' said the girl, quietly, 
though her eye kindled at the sight of his 
enthusiasm in her fether's cause, '*I lore 
you for your championship ; but I am the 
only one who can search out this matter 
to the end, and I have swom before hearen 
not to rest until I have done so. Do you 
remember what I told you on board the 
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steamer, Tobal, as we were joumeying from 
Kio to New York, and the reason I gave you 
for wishing to quit the place where we were 
bom ? '' 

"I do remember, Leona, but I regarded 
your Communications simply as the effect of a 
heated and youthful imagination." 

"There was more in my resolutions than 
you gave me credit for. And when I got to 
New York and heard the subject renewed, 
found that the infamous charges brought 
against my dear father were well known and 
far spread; and that his real name and the 
names of his accusers were common property, 
the fire of my Indignation bumed higher than 
before. Then your letters feil into my hands, 
and the temptation to use them was too 
strong. Forgive me, mon frdre, it is all that 
I can say. I have made you the only excuses 
in my power." 

"But I am still mystified, m^amie. 
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Granted that your suspicions are correct, and 
tliat your poor father was falsely accused of so 
base a crime, of what earthly avail to you 
could be the use of letters addressed to the 
firm of Evans and Troubridge ? Why could 
you not bave come to England under your 
own name and character ? " 

"Because my father's name was Evans, 
Christobal ; because be was the brother of tbe 

• ■ 

man in whose house we now stand ; because 
my uncle bas unjustly inherited tbe property 
tbat should bave been bis ; because, as I 
firmly beHeve, Henry Evans himself committed 
tbe murder for wbicb my poor fatber suflFered 
a life-long banisbment." 

" Leona, you must be mad I You cannot 
tbink of wbat you are saying," cried Valera. 
** For beaven's sake cease tbese awful accusa- 
tions, for sbould you be overbeard you may 
ruin yourself for life." 

"My fatber was ruined for life," replied 
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Leona, " and his death is at the door of his 
accusers. Do you think / — ^his daughter — 
shrink from sharing his fate ? I teil you, 
Christobal, I have swom the most solemn oath 
to avenge his memory, and if it led me to the 
gallows as a reward, I would not falter in my 
duty." 

"I know as well as most men, all the 
conrage of which you are capable, Leona," 
said Valera, as he wiped the beads of Perspira- 
tion from his forehead, "but I must have 
further proofs of the authority on which you 
are acting before I can approve of your present 
conduct. You are rash and inexperienced, 
and may lead yourself into some terrible 
labyrinth of difEieulty, by bringing a false 
accusation against so eminently respectable a 
man as Mr. Evans. It is difficult for me to 
believe on your bare word — though I know 
you believe it — ^that your father was the 
brother of my employer ; still more to think 
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that the latter could be capable of the 
criminality you impute to him. And aUowing 
it all to be true, how can a woman like your- 
self expect to find the means of bringing it 
bome to him? And if you can, will it be 
advisable to Ict the world know that. yonr 
nncle is a murderer ? " 

"The World thinks my dear father was 
one 1 '' cried Leona, exeitedly. " Am I to let 
his memory rest under such a blight, in 
Order to spare my uncle ? I have made 
several discoveries since I have been in 
England, Christobal, and I see my way 
already to the end. I will teil you every- 
thing, from first to last, if you will swear to 
keep my secret inviolate." 

" Should I be justified in doing so ? " 
asked Valera, who, between love, and duty, 
and honour, was becoming sorely perplexed. 
" I have been sent over here in a position of 
trust, and received — notwithstanding the 
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obstacles you placed in my way — ^with the 
greatest hospitaUty and frankness. Can I 
remain in this man's house, and receive his 
confidence, knowing all the time so dark a 
plot is hatching under his very roof to destroy 
his respectability ? " 

Leona's Hp curled with indignation. 

"His respectability! The respectabüity 
of an nndiscovered assassin ! Go on, then, 
Valera. Act as you think most honourable 
and best. Betray my identity, my designs, 
if you will ; but you will eflFect but one object 
by your intervention." 

"Andthatis V 

" Our total Separation. Not for a few 
months, or a few years — but forever, and 
evevj and ever! I swear it, Tobal — so help 
me heaven ! You have come to the know- 
ledge of my presence here through a mistake, 
an inadvertence. If you make use of your 
knowledge to circumvent the fulfilment of 
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my solemn oath, I will never see you nor 
speäk to you in this life again. Now for 
your decision." 

"Never see me, nor speak to me again 
in this life ! Me, me, Leona, who have loved 
you from your very cradle ? Oh, m'amie ! " 
exclaimed the young man passionately, as he 
feil on his knees and clasped her round the 
waist. "You might threaten me with the 
gallows sooner. If I lose the whole world for 
it, I cannot, cannot give you up." ' 



CHAPTER VIJ. 

leona's stratagem. 

" I KNEW it," cried Leona triumphantly . " I 
knew that you cared for me too much, 
Tobalito, to become my worst enemy now." 

" Your enemy ! As if that word could ever 
be applicable to me, when every thought of 
my life bas been yours, Leona, and will be 
until life ends." 

The girl stooped down, and kissed the 
young man in her old frank way upon the 
forehead. 

"You were always my good brother and 
friend," she murmured, "and I love you, 
Tobalito. It is agreed then. When you 
leave this apartment, you go back to the 
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family circle as utterly unconscious that the 
person they call * Miss Gibson ' is Leona 
Lacoste as though you Lad never seen her 
before." 

"If you say it micst be so, I shall obey 
you, Leona. But is there no other course 
open to US to pursue, m'amie ?" 

" What course should there be ?" 

" Is it of no use," continued Valera wist- 
fully, "my pleading with you for myself. Of 
no use my urging the long weeks I have 
endured of doubt, and suspense, and misery, 
whilst I have thought you dead or faithless, 
as a reason for your having a little pity now 
on me — ^if not upon yourself ?" 

'*What do you mean, Tobal?" she ques- 
tioned sharply, " It is you who are speaking 
in riddles now, and I have no clue to guedsing 
them." 

"I mean, dear Leona, that if you are 
determined to pursue this quest, I want to 
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share the risk with you. I want to be your 
right protector as well as your friend, TrCamie. 
I want, in fact, to inarry you /" 

She had been holding bis two hands in 
bers tili now, but at tbese words sbe threw 
tbem away, and a look of distaste, mingled 
with contempt for her companion's weakness, 
mounted to ber speaking face. 

^^You want to Tnarry meT sbe repeated 
incredulously. "Wben I bave just told you 
tbat all my tbougbts and bopes are set upon 
tbe accomplisbment of my oatb. Are you 
raving ? How could you marry me, even were 
I to consent, under tbe circumstances ?" 

" Had I your * consent, Leona, tbe rest 
would be easy enougb. We are not under 
parents or guardians. We bave but to walk 
into tbe neaxest cburcb and get married." 

*^ AprisV^ Said*" tbe girl mockingly. 

Valera was silent. 

** 60 on, monsieur," ebe continued. " Sup- 
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pose we accomplish this admirable design, what 
then?" 

" It is inipossible to talk to you whilst you 
are in this humour," repeated Valera. ** You 
turn the most serious subject into a jest." 

''Pardon me; I was but demanding in- 
formation. You ask me to become your wife 
— I, to whom, as I baye just informed you, 
each moment is precious in the pursuit of an 
inquiry that affects a name far dearer to me 
than my own. I wish to know in what 
manner your proposal is intended to alter my 
designs ? How will a marriage with you 
further it ? Shall I bring my father's accusers 
to justice any the sooner in.consequeuce ? Or 
wül my disguise be rendered less difficult or 
more eflfective by the" change in my name and 
Position?" 

^' Of course, if you only look upon my 
offer in that light," said Valera, gloomily, 
^* I have nothing further to urge in its behalt 
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I find you here in England, alone, unprotected, 
and in an equivocal position. I wish to relieve 
you of all this." 

" By what means, monsieur ? By obtain- 
ing the legal power to force me to give up 
my design, and appear in my true character. 
Merci ! " and with a mock curtesy she tumed 
away from him. 

•" M'amie, you do me wrong. I love you, 

love you passionately, and you know it ; and 

I ask you to be my wife. Is there any such 

insult in that, that you tum round upon me 
like a tiger ? " 

" You have hinted at such a contingency 
more than once before, Tobalito, and I have 
given you my answer. Don't worry me about 
it again." 

He sighed, and she tumed and came back 
to him. 

" Come now, my brother, cannot you be 
satisfied with my affection as it is ? I love 
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you, Christal, more than anyone in the world. 
What can I say better ? " 

"But you do not love me in the way I 
want you to love me, m'amie." 

The crimson blood flooded Leona's face 
and brow, and made the light in her eyes 
glow ; but she would not acknowledge she was 
in the wrong. 

" Then you must leam to be satisfied with 
my way, Tobal. Confess, now. Were I in 
your power, would you be content to let me 
remain as I am, dressed up to personate an 
old woman, and perform all sorts of menial 
ofl&ces for Miss Lucilla Evans ? " 

''Caramba/ iVb." 

" I have caught you, then, you see, my 
brother. It is well I am more on my guard 
than* you are. Were I to yield to your wishes, 
you would upset all my plans, and spoil the 
hopes of a lifetime. No, Christal, I have 
chalked out my path, and I shall walk in it 

M 2 
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without deviating to the right hand or the 
left I will do nothing, and think of nothing, 
until I have accomplished the work before me, " 
'' And when it is accomplished, m'amie ?" 
** Wait tili it is accomplished, ChristaL" 
"Teil me," he said, catching her hand, 
" will you marry me then ? " 

Leona paused, and regarded him thought- 
fuUy. "I think not, TobaL I think that 
I shall then go back to New York and the 
profession I love, and be content to keep you 
as my brother and my very good friend untü 
my life's end." 

" You have no heart I " cried Valera, as he 
flung himself upon the sofa. 

" I should have no reason were I to comply 
with your request, Tobal. Listen to me. There 
are circumstances — more than I can teil you 
of now— doubts, sunnises, that will prevent 
my manying any one until they are cleared 
up But I heard a carriage stop at the door. 
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I must leave you. It may be the family 
retumed. One word, my brother. You re- 
member your promise and mine. K you 
attempt to betray me we part for ever." 

" I will never betray you, Leona." She 
tbrew herself beside him, kissed bis hands and 
bis face, and flew out of the apartment. 

Christobal rose slowly from bis position 
and followed her example. What was he to 
think of the wonderful revelations Leona had 
made to him — of the promise that had been 
forced from himself ? He feit half guilty as 
he dressed for dinner, and remembered that 
he could never again meet bis host with the 
same open friendly greeting he had hitherto 
done. He even questioned whether he ought 
to remain in the house and accept Mr. Evans' 
hospitality, while he was cognisant of the dark 
plot hatching against bis respectability. Yet, 
on the other band, he had great faith in 
Leona's perspicuity and judgment, and belle ved 



166 HUB FÄTHEB'8 NAME. 

he could trust her not to move in the matter 
until she was on the right scent. It was all 
terribly perplexing and confusing though, and 
Don Valera's absence of mind was noticed by 
all the party assembled that evening. It was 
not until an animated discussion commenced 
concerning the Marquise de Toutlemonde 
(whom her friends had at last discovered not 
to be entirely sans reproche), and in which 
the name of the person who occupied his 
thoughts was introduced, that Valera could 
bring himself to take any interest in the 
matter in hand. The Misses Lillietrip — ac- 
cording to their usual eustom — ^had appeared 
about dinner-time, and been asked to take 
their places at the table ; and they were fuU 
of the terrible discovery they had made con- 
ceiAing Madame de Toutlemonde, and which 
had been patent to all the world except the 
good simple creatures who gaped, open- 
mouthed, at the recital. 
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"My dear Mrs. Evans, I assure you if 
we had known what we now know, she 
never should have entered our house. So 
shocked as we were when dear Lady Polecat 
told US — I thought poor Charlotte would have 
fainted. But it has taught us a lesson. One 
cannot be too particular in London." 

" My dear Miss Lülietrip, you quite 
surprise me ! Whatever is the matter 
with Madame la Marquise ? Such an elegant 
creature too ! Her dresses were quite a pic- 
ture ! I cannot believe anything was wrong. 
Do speak plainer." 

"Well, my dear! I can hardly do so 
at the dinner - table, you know — and before 
the gentlemen. But still, I have no doubt 
you can understand. Lord Toflfey is a 
very intimate friend of hers, they say, and 
both her carriages belong to the Baron de 
Kaby." 

"Dear me! I think it is very kind of 
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him to have lent them to her," remarked 
simple-minded Mrs. Evans. 

" I wish, if he's got a third to spare, he'd 
lend it to me," cried Lizzie Vereker, boldly ; 
at which Miss Charlotte opened her eyes, and 
Captain Eivers frowned. 

"You can't think of what you are say- 
ing," fiaid Miss Lillietrip. " Charlotte and 
I have been quite hysterical ever since 
we heard the news. It is so dreadful to 
think we should have been seen about 
with such a woman. What will people say? 
They may take us for the same sort of 
characters." 

"Oh no they won't, depend upon it!" in- 
terposed Captain Eivers, quietly. " I wouldn't 
be afraid, Miss Lillietrip, if I were you. I 
wouldn't indeed. I am quite sure no sensible 
person would ever take you and your sister 
for anything but what you are." 

" Tm sure it's very good of you to say so," 
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whispered Miss Lillietrip, much complimented 
by the captain's faith in her morality. 

" Old ewes dressed lamb fashion," whis- 
pered Lizzie Vereker into Captain Rivers' ear. 

" Hold your tongue 1 You're very naughty^ 
Tm angry with you," hc said, in a way that 
proved they had much advanced in intimacy 
since we met them last. 

" I don't^ care," pouted Lizzie. 

" m make you care next time we are 
alone/' he answered confidently. 

And Miss Vereker only laughed and looked 
pleased at the prospect. 

" But respecting poor Madame de Toutle- 
monde," recommeneed Mrs. Evans ; " 1 really 
don't understand what there is wrong about 
her." 

** I think you had better leave the discus- 
sion for another oecasion/' said her husband 

" FU teil you everything when we are up- 
stairs," said Miss Lillietrip, consolingly. 
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" But are you sure you're correct ? For 
it seems so hard if there should be a mis- 
take " 

"Beggiug your pardon for interrupting 
you, Mrs. Evans/' said Captain Kivers, " Miss 
Lillietrip is not mistaken. The lady she 
alludes to should never have entered your 
house. I was astonished when I saw her 
here. But it was not my part to interfere." 

" Well, I am surprised to hear you say so. 
It was Miss Forrester who introdueed her to 
US, and I thought she was always so particular." 

" Miss Forrester is a regulär time-server," 
cried Lizzie Vereker, "and particular about 
nothing so long as her aequaintances give 
good dinners, and have carriages of which 
she can make use. Papa always calls her 
the 'toad-eater.' See how she turned round 
upon that nice young fellow Valeral" 

It was at this juncture that Christobal 
began to take an interest in' the proceedings. 
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* ** Hush ! " Said Captain Kivers to Lizzie, 
although Lucilla Evans was not of the dinner- 
party. 

" I shall not hush, Willy ; and you'll be 
good enough not to order me about, as if I 
were a baby. He vxxs a nice young fellow, 
wasn't he, Mr. Evans ? I thought him most 
joUy; and his tuming out not to be Don 
Valera, and cutting off just at the very time 
he was most wanted, has nothing whatever 
to do with his personal characteristics, has it ? 
I liked him immensely/' 

" You needn't teil us that. You showed 
your preference openly enough," remarked 
Kivers. 

*^ Oh 1 not half what I did when we were 
^one. You should have seen us together 
in the close carriage, Willie." 

*'My dear Lizzie, I am sure you don't 
mean what you say," interposed Mrs. Evans. 

" Don't I ? " Said the girl, audaciously. 
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"You never saw your double, Don ValerS,, 
did you ? " 

" It has yet to be discussed who he is/' 
replied Christobal, evasively. 

" He was so handsome, Don, and so fasci- 
nating. And didn't Madame de Toutlemonde 
think so — ^that's all ! " 

Vakra was so much amused at this idea^ 
and evineed bis enjoyment of it so freely, that 
Mrs. Evans beeame fearful to what extent 
Lizzie's excitement might not lead her, and 
proposed an adjournment to the drawing-room. 

" I am exceedingly annoyed with you," 
whispered Captain Eivers to Lizzie as sbe 
passed bim. 

*'And I bäte you,'* sbe rejoined in tbe 
same tone. 

Tbey were engaged to be married by this 
time, and were, to all appearance, the most 
quarrelsome couple that had ever proposed to 
link themselves togetber for life. Tbey ibught 
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and made it up again twenty times a-day in 

public. But they never fought when they were 

alone. And for all their contradictions they 

loved each other the more heartily, perhaps, 

that there was no false sentimentality mingled 

with their undoubted afFection. 

* * * * -:;- 

When Lucilla Evans retumed from her 
drive, languid, dispirited, and fatigued, she 
found her new attendant in the most orderly 
of dresses, ready to relieve her of her Walking 
attire, and to wait upon her during the meal, 
which she now almost invariably took in her 
own room. 

"Mamma told me to teil you, Miss ' 
Gibson," she said, as she sent away the third 
or fourth dish untouched, "that you are to 
consult your own convenience about taking 
the air, and that if you have been used to 
walk at any particular hour, she begs you 
will continue to do so." 
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" Your mamma is very good, Miss Lucy ; 

but I should not think of leaving the house so 

long as I can be of any use to you. What do 

you propose to do this evening ? '' 

"I'm sure I don't know. Lie here, I 
suppose, and wish that I was dead ! " 

"You don't mean that, miss. I was in 
hopes you would let me put you on one of 
your pretty white muslin dresses, and go 
downstairs to the drawing-room." 

" rd rather stay where I am. TheyVe got 
a lot of people down there to-night, and Lizzie 
Vereker and Captain Rivers, and they're 
always chaffing me, and I hate being chaffed." 

"Perhaps you would like Miss Vereker 
to Visit you here instead ? " 

"Nol rd rather be alone, thank you," 
but as she said the words, Leona saw a tear 
steal out of the corner of Lucilla's eye and 
roll slowly down her cheek. She pereeived 
that the girl was just in that condition when 
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her heart would be most open to the consola- 
tion of a sympathetic friend, and determined 
at once who that fiiend should be. She did 
not again mention the subjeet that appeared 
so distasteful to Lucilla, but commenced to 
speak to her on general matters instead ; telling 
her one or two tales of American life, which 
she afl&rmed she had heard from a brother-in- 
law, aad which diverted her companion's 
thoughts to that degree that she had eaten 
half her dinner before she remembered that 
she was not hungry. And then Leona opened 
both doors and Windows, and let the evening 
breeze circulate freely through the rooms, 
telling her patient (still, of course, second-hand, 
through the fictitious brother-in-law) that that 
■y^as the secret of keeping one's health in 
tropical climates. 

" I think we are too much afraid of 
draughts in England, Miss Lucilla. We live 
so shut up during the winter, that we caunot 
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persuade ourselves but that a current of air 
must be dangerous all the year round. Yet in 
bot climates, wbere the doors and Windows are 
throiÄTi open on every side, colds are unknown. 
It is too little air tbat gives us cold, not too 
much." 

«It is very refreshing after such a warra 
day," Said Lucilla. 

" And you would feel much cooler if you 
did not Ue down, mi»s. Come, now ! «ry 
sitting in this ann-chair close by the window, 
and let me take down your hair, and run the 
brush through it." 

Lucilla had never been so well cared for 
yet, for Mrs. Evans, with all her solicitude, 
was too fussy to make a good nurse. But 
Miss Gibson's hands were so firm and tender, 
and her voiee was so richly modulated, and 
her conversation so cheerful and animated^ that 
the poor sickly girl could not help feeling the 
influence of her genial companion. 
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* 

But Leona had another remedy in störe for 
her — ^to prove more potent she hoped than any 
of the others. When she guessed that the 
time had come for the ladies to quit the 
drawing-room, she proposed to fetch Lucilla a 
cup of coflfee. As she tapped at the drawing- 
room door and made her request, Mrs. Evans 
naturally came up to her. 

"How is Lucy, Miss Gibson? Is she 
Coming down to-night ? " 

" May I speak to you for a moment alone, 
madam ?" 

*^ Oh, certainly,^' replied Mrs. Evans, as she 
drew Leona aside. 

" Miss Lucilla is very well, madam, but 
she is slightly depressed. She does not feel 
inclined to join the party in the drawing-room, 
nor to have any of the ladies upstairs. Yet I 
think a little Company would do her good.'' 

" I think so too, Miss Gibson, but if she 

won't see anyone, what are we to do ? " 
yoL. ni. N 
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"If I might make so bold as to suggest 
it, madam, perhaps a visit from the doctor 
might cheer her up a little. I think she 
might be the better for a soothing draught 
when she goes to bed too ; and if he sat with 
the young lady for an hour or so he would 
be able to decide what is best to give her, 
without mentioning the subject of medicine, 
to which she seems very averse/' 

"The doctor 1 What,Dr. Hastings? There 
iß no objection whatever to his seeing Miss 
Lucy if she will see him. He has known 
her from a little child. I will teil him when 
he comes up from the dining-room." 

" If you will allow me, madam, I wül save 
you the trouble as he passes thrpugh the halL" 

" Oh, by all means, Miss Gibson, if you will 
be so good, and then you can let him know 
just what you think she wants. The ladies 
had better not go upstairs then ? " 

" I should say not, madam, Miss Lucilla 
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is quiet now, and reading a book, but she has 
been very hysterical since coming in from her 
drive/' 

" Well, I leave her with perfect confidence 
in your hands, Miss Gibson, for she appears to 
have taken a great fancy to you. Only, should 
she want me at any time, just let me know." 

And then Mrs. Evans retumed to her 
discussion with Miss Lillietrip on Madame de 
Toutlemonde's poor battered character, and 
Leona found her way downstairs. 

"Dr. Hastings is just the sort of bluff, 
manly fellow," she thought to herseif, "to knock 
all the nonsense out of poor Lucy's head, that 
I so unwittingly put into it. She cannot really 
have liked me. It must have been a delusion. 
And Dr. Hastings really likes her. So that 
if by any means in my power I can further 
this matter, so as to efface the remembrance of 
the other, I shall not feel quite so guilty about 
it as I do now." 

K 2 
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As the gentlemen issued in a file from the 
dining-room they foiind this higUy respectable 
middle-aged female, in cap and spectacles, wait- 
ing for them in the hall. Valera started and 
coloTired as he caught sight of her, and then 
rushed rapidly upstairs. Mr. Evans stopped 
and wished her good evening, asking if there 
was anything he could do for her. 

'*No, thank you, sir, it is the doctor I 
want to speak to." 

"Nothing wrong with Miss Lucy, I 
hope.'' 

"Nothing of the least consequence, sir," 
and then Mr. Evans and the other men feit 
they were in the way, and left her alone with 
Dr. Hastings. 

" Now, what is it, nurse ? " he in^uired, as 
they stood together under the gaslight. 

" I have been placed in charge of Miss 

■ 

Evans, sir, and feel responsible for her well- 
doing. Little as Fve seen of her, I can plainly 
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perceive her illness is more of the mind than 
the body." 

" You are quite right there, nurse." 
" She is perfectly able, sir, to walk about 
and come downstairs like the others, but she's 
moping herseif to death instead. She fancies 
she can't eat, or talk, or exert herseif in any 
way, but it's all fancy. I wished her to have 
Company up in her room this evening, but she 
refused. But I think it would do her good to 
see you, sir." 

" Will she see me ? " he asked, with a 
kindling eye. 

" Fm sure she will, sir ; or at least that I 
can manage it, if you will give up an hour to 
her.^' 

" Oh, 111 give as many as you like." 
" If you will sit and talk with her whilst 1 
go out for a little while, she'U be forced, as it 
were, to exert herseif, tili I come in again 
And force is necessary in some cases, sir. And 
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Mrs. Evans sends her compliments to you, and 
she'll be much obliged if you will do as I 
say. 

" I shall be delighted to oblige Mrs. Evans 
in anything." 

** I told her, sir, that Miss Lucy required a 
little medicine, just for an excuse, but she 
wants notbing in reality but a little diversion. 
She is very sad just now, and her heart wiU 
open to any kindness. And I'm sure a little 
of your lively talk will do her all the good in 
the World." 

" You're a very sensible woman, nurse, 
and see things in a wonderfuUy clear light. 
If we had more nurses like you there wouldn't 
be so much sickness in the world." 

"And if we had more doctors like you^ 

« 

sir, there wouldn't be so many young lady 
patients/' said Leona, significantly. 

Tom Hastings stopped short, and stared 
at her. 
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" Bless my soul ! Miss Gibson — ^you don't 
mean to say " 

" I mean to say, sir, that Miss Lucy doesn't 
know what she's fretting for, and that it s your 
business to go and find out." 

" And I will find out, by Jove ! " said 
Dr. Hastings, as he foUowed her upstairs. 

She took him straight into the room with- 
out any ceremony. 

" Here, Miss Lucilla, is the doctor come 
to See you," she said briskly ; " and as I'm 
going out for half an hour to get a little air, he 
says he will kindly sit with you tili I return." 

" I can Sit by myself, perfectly well," said 
Lucy, quickly. 

"Oh! youll let me^ stay, won't you?" 
asked Tom, as he took her band ; " I will 
be very quiet, Lucy, and not say a word if 
you do not wish it, or I will fan you, or read 
to you. It is better you should not be leffc 
alone while your nurse is away." 



184 HEB FÄTHEB'8 NAME. 

"Of course it is. She mustrCt be left 
alone. It would prevent my ever going out 
if she were," interposed Leona. 

And steaJing past the closed door some 
moments afterwards, she bent her ear to the 
keyhole, and heard the low-toned conversation 
that was going on inside, broken occasionally 
by a soft laugh from Lucilla, with a smile at 
the success of her stratagem. 

Only as she passed the drawing-room door 
on her way downstairs the smile faded from 
her features, and gave place to a wild look of 
longing that was much more like pain. 



CHAPTEB VIII. 



MADAME ANTOINE. 



Natxjrally the first meaiis by which Leona 
tried to find out the address of Kebecca Levitt 
was through the Post Office Directory. Here 
she was confronted by the names of nine 

their avocations in London. Of these, four 
were jewellers, two pawnbrokers, one a bird- 
stuffer, one a perfumer, and one a dentist. 
She noted the addresses of all of them, but 
in case the vague account she received from 
Mrs. Levitt, of Liverpool, should have any 
truth in it, she determined to try the jeweUers 
first. And since the Evans were talking fi-eely 
of the chances of leaving town for change of 
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air, she feit she had no time to lose. But 
after a few days spent in her new Situation, 
Leona experienced no diflfieulty in getting out 
to pursue her inquiries. The ladies were only 
too kind in pressing her to lighten her duties 
as much as possible. Indeed, so attentive was 
Mrs. Evans to her slightest wish, that she feit 
surer eaeh day that, instigated by her hus- 
band's commands, her mistress's great object 
was to keep her content to remain where 
she was. But with aU four of the jewellera 
Leona failed in her object to discover Rebecca 
Levitt. To each one she demanded an intro- 
duction, in the name and character of Misa 
Gibson, urging as an excuse that she was the 
bearer of messages from Madame Antoine's 
relations, and having unfortunately mislaid the 
address given her, was compeUed to make in- 
quiries on her own behalf. But at each house 
she received a polite answer in the negative. 
Two of the je wellers had never been married. 
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none of them had even heard of the name of 
Eebecca Levitt. Leona began to fear her 
Liverpool informants had led her altogether 
astray, or that Madame Antoine had settled 
in Paris instead of London. Yet if she were 
above ground she resolved to find her, were 
she hidden in Paris or Vienna, or any 
other Continental city. She would not call 
her life her own until she had dragged all 
that was to be dragged of this secret ta 
the light. 

She was retuming home one evening after 
a fniitless interview with the fourth and last 
jeweller, weary and dispirited. She intended 
to try the pawnbrokers, birdstuflfer, perfumer^ 
and dentist, but she had little hope of them. 
And as she neared the house, Walking slowly 
and with a downcast air, Christobal, smoking 
near the open dining-room window, canght 
sight of her, and before she could ring the 
servants' bell, he had* opened the hall door. 
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Her first glance at his face brought a flash of 
pleasure, the next a look of fear. She had 
grown afraid, from several little encounters 
they had had on the staircase lately, lest, in 
his desire to enjoy her newly-recovered Com- 
pany, he might become careless of the embargo 
she had laid upon him.- 

" You should not have done it," she said, 
in a low tone of warning, as she walked past 
him into the hall. 

"Ulf amte, you will not leave me like this ; 
you will give me a few minutes to myself this 
evening ? Fancy what I must suflFer, shut up 
day after day in the same house with you, and 
yet unable to exchange a word I " 

" It is not safe we should do so," she 
replied. 

"Come into the dining-room for one 
moment now. It is empty." 

" I cannot. I might be discovered there." 

"And what then?" ' 



MADAME ANTOINE. 189 

" It would raise suspicion, to say the least 
of it." 

"And you think that I can go on like 
this, without a word — a kiss ? " ' 

" It is absolutely necessary." 

" Leona, you are heartless, unfeeling — you 
care for no one but yourself." 

"Perhapsso, Tobal." 

" Do not call me by that name ! It is a 
mockery — a falsehood ! It means that you 
love me, whereas you do not care one straw 
whether I suffer or rejoice/' 

Her lip trembled, but she answered quietly, 
"You must think what you please, mon frh^e. 
I have akeady given you my reasons for 
behaving as I do. If, after that, you choose 
to misunderstand me, I cannot help it.'' 

" You can help it, and I will make you," 
he answered fiercely. 

"I think not. You are a Spaniard, and 
will never break your word ; and there is no 
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other way by which you can circumvent my 
plans ?" 

" Is there not ? We will see." 

" I am not afraid/' said Leona, with appa- 
rent indifference, as she left him and went 
upstairs. But she was not indifferent — ^far' 
from it. Alone she shed some bitter, burning 
tears over Christobars unkindness ; but she 
knew his impetuous nature, which a tender 
i^rord, or a look, or a kiss from her would set 
burning like lighted flax, and she dared not 
indulge herseif or him until the time for hard- 
ness and endurance was past, and the task she 
had set herseif completed. 

It was more difficult to obtain Inter- 
views with the pawnbrokers than it had been 
with the jewellers. The latter were men of 
substance and position, who were not afraid 
of what a visitor might require of them ; but 
the hands of the former were not entirely free 
from dirty work, and they were not sure what 
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business even strangers, who came in the garb 
of respectable men or women, miglit not have 
with them. From the first shop Leona was 
dismissed with a curt and surly negative, 
which betrayed as much suspicion as it ex- 
* cited ; and to the presence of the second 
M. Antoine, pawnbroker, she could not even 
gain admittance. He appeared to be the 
owner of a large establishment — ^half of which 
was devoted to the sale of second-hand plate, 
watches, and jewellery, and half to the mys- 
terious business which is conducted beneath 
the shadow of three gold balls ; but to all 
her inquiries for the master, she received rough 
answers to the effect that M. Antoine did not 
Hve there, and they had no instructions to 
give his address to any one. Yet some instinct 
made Leona linger about this shop more than 
she had done about the others. She reiterated 
her request in the jeweller's department several 
days consecutively, but without success. She 
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attempted to enter the pawnbroker's part of 
the establishment, but found the counter so 
crowded by customers tbat no one eise had 
any •attention paid to them. Then she thought 
of bringing some article of her own to pawn ; 
and selecting a solid gold chain, whieh had 
been handed down to her amongst her möther's 
things, she presented herseif once more at 
M. Antoine's establishment, and patiently 
waited her turn to be served, There were 
two men standing behind the counter. One 
was a fair-haired young Englishman, the other 
an undoubted Erench Jew ; and with her first 
glance at him Leona feit convineed that (not- 
withstanding the assertions of the shopmen 
that he did not live on the premises) she saw 
the master of the establishment. 

He it was who prieed every article that 
was placed upon the counter ; he it was who 
endorsed the pawn-tickets, and grudgingly 
paid the money lent ; and he it was, in con- 
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sequence, to whom Leona determined to 
address herseif. 

" What can I do for you, miss ? " de- 
manded the apprentice, presently, but she 
put him to one side. 

" I wish to speak to the master," she said 
&mly, and something in her dress and manner 
made him yield to her. 

He whispered to the old Jew, who imme- 
diately tumed his keen eyes and gold spectacles 
upon her face. 

"What is your business?" he demanded, 
abruptly. 

" I wish you to value this chain for me, 

■♦ 

M. Antoine." 

The man did not disown the title she gave 
him, but tumed the massive gold links over 
and over in his hand. 

«Three pounds ten," he said presentiy. 

" It is worth five times that money," she 
answered. * 

YOL. m. • 
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** Well, let U8 say five pounds then. Will 
you take it in gold or notes ? What name 
and address ? " 

" My name is Miss.Gribson. I am a firiend 
of your wife, M. Antoine, Eebecca Levitt, 
that was. You might take that fact into 
consideration, I tliink." As she mentioned 
and ratlier accentuated the words "Eebecca 
Levitt," M. Antoine looked up at her, sharply 
and fiercely — ^then dropped bis eyes again 
upon the chain he was holding. 

" I say I know Madame Antoine," re- 
peated Leona. 

" You are mistaken. There is no Madame 
Antoine/' replied the Jew, with dosed 
Ups. 

As he Said the words the fair-haired ap- 
prentice flashed one look of surprise from bis 
side the counter. It did not occupy an 
instant, but it was enough for Leona. She 
was about to reply, when the heavy swinging 



I » 
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doors were pushed slowly open, and the face 
of a girl, stained, pinched, and dirty in ap- 
peararoe, yet unmistakably of Jewish origin, 
was thrust tünidly into sight. 

** Mother's so bad to-night," she said. " She 
does nothing but cry, and weVe had no dinner 
since the day before yesterday." 

"Go to the d — ^1 with youl" screamed 
the old Jew, in a voice of rage, as he stamped 
his foot behind the counter. The starved face 
disappeared as quickly as it had come, bat 
the child still lingered about the outside of the 
door. 

" Charles," said M. Antoine, " go and send 
that girl away at once. I won't have a lot of 
beggars hanging about the place." 

As Charles crossed the shop to do his 

master's bidding, and canght Leona's eye^ was 

it fancy, or did he actuaUy wink at her? 

Whether or not, the expression of his face 

set all her blood boiling, and made her as 

2 
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anxious to get out of the shop as she had been 
to get into it. 

** Shall we say five pounds for the%liain, 
mees ? " continued the pawnbroker. 

"Yes, if you cannot let me have more 
on it. But I wish you would give me Madame 
Antoine's address." 

The old Jew's rage at this second allusion to 
his supposed wife was comically undisguised. 

" I teil you, mees, there is no Madame 
Antoine. God dam. Am I not to be belief 
in my own house ? There is plenty more of 
my name. Why should I have a wife because 
you think I have? Is it not enough that I 
say no? I cannot bear these questions that 
have nothing to do with my business. You 
must take your money, or you must take your 
chain and go. There is no Madame Antoine 
in this place that you can see. God dam. It 
is most provoking to be questioned in this 
way." 
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" I will take the money, I think, monsieur " 
(she foresaw she might need another excuse 
for wörrying the testy little pawnbroker), " and 
I hope I haven't annoyed you. But you must 
remember I want news of a friend." 

"Well, then, I know nothing of your 
friend, mees. And here is the money and 
the ticket ; and I wish you a very good day. 
Charles, see to the business whilst I make a 
note of this transaction." 

And apparently anxious to elude further 
inquiry, the Jew bolted into an inner apart- 
ment, upon which Leona gathered up her 
money and prepared to depart. The shop 
was ajgain crowded with applicants for relief, 
but the fair-haired apprentiee managed to 
waylay her on her road to the door. 

" The child will give you the address," he 
whispered, as she passed him. 

The child ! yes ! she had thought of that, 
but hardly imagined there could be any con- 
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nection between her and the well-to-do pawn- 
broker. Now, fearful of losing sight of her, 
she darted out of the shop like lightning. 
But there was the poor little attenuated form 
and starved face still leaning hopelessly against 
the window-frame. 

" What are you waiting here for ? " said 
Leona, kindly. 

She was a girl of about thirteen or fourteen 
years of age. Her face was grained with dirt, 
and her rough hair was twisted up in an 
untidy knot at the back of her head ; still, as 
she lifted her black lustrous eyes to meet 
Leona's glance, it was evident she would 
have been handsome had she been well cared 
for. 

"I'm waiting to see if father will give 
me any money for mother. WeVe had 
nothing but bread to eat for the last two days, 
and mother's so ill she can't stir. And he miLst 
give it, he mvst/^ she added passionately. 
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while the teara overflowed her eyes and 
mingled with the dirt upon her cheek. 
'' But what if he won't ? " 
" I'll sit here tili the policeman comes and 
Orders me on, and then 111 make a row and 
everybody will hear it, and hell be obliged to 
give me something to keep me quiet. The 
wretch ! I hate him ! " said the girl vehemently, 
with a clenched hand in the direction of the 
door. 

" Then M. Antoine is yonr father ? " 
" Yes, he is. I wish he wasn't." 
"And yonr mother is Madame Antoine ? '' 
"Of course she is, But father and she 
haven't Uved in the same house for yeaxs. 
She's so bad," continued the child pathetically. 
^* She's been in bed for weeks." 

" May I go and see her with you ? '' 
" What good will that do ? '' 
"I may be able to help her a little. I 
kaiew a person of lier name many years ago. 
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I think she must be the same. Perhaps she 
might like to see an old friend if she is in 
distress." 

" Can you get her something to eat ? " said 
the girl, thinking of the main chance. 

" That I will, and you too. Let us go and 
buy it now, and take it home together." 

" But you won't like to walk with me." 

" Give me your hand, and you shall see." 

She took the child's dirty hand in hers. 
as she spoke, and led her on, tili they should 
reach the shops they needed. 

" What is your name ? What am I to call 
you ? " said Leona, presently. 

" Eebecca. It's mother's name as well as 



mine." 



Leona's heart gave a great bound. She 
had succeeded in her search at last. Her 
excitement became so great that she laid in 
a stock of meat, bread, and groceries, that 
made the eyes of her stränge companion sparkle 
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with astonishmenj; ; and thcn, calling a cab, 
she told Kebecca to direct tbe driver where to 
take them. 

The girl gave some address tliat, in her 
ignorance of London thoroughfares, conveyed 
no idea of locality to Leona's brain, and they 
rattled away together through the hot dusty 
streets iintil the cab stopped at the entrance of 
a dirty purlieu in the back slums of Tottenham 
Court ErOad. 

''I don't think we can get up here, miss," 
Said the driver as he came round to the door. 

" Oh no 1 " cried the Httle girl, " but I'U 
carry the things;" and loading herseif with. 
parcels, she tumbled out of the cab, which 
Leona dismissed, and led the way up a filthy 
court to the door of a still more filthy-looking 
house. 

" We used to live in a better place than 
this," she Said, apologetically, to her visitor ; 
*'but since mother's been so bad she can't 
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work, and there's nothing to pay the rent 
except what Tommy and I get." 

So anxious was Leona to ascertain if she 
had really hit on the right person at last, 
that she did not even ask how " Tommy " 
and her Informant eamed the money for the 
rent, but, stumbüng after the girl into the 
dark close passage, asked if she had not 
better inform her mother first that a lady 
wished to speak to her. 

" All right," said Kebecca ; " and you stay 
here tili I come back, miss." 

Leona placed her back up against the dirty 
•wall, in Order to let the stream of lodgers 
that seemed constantly passing backwards and 
forwards go by, and waited the child's retum 
with as much patience as she could Presently 
Kebecca came back with the uncouth message : 

" Mother 's very much obliged for the 
things, but she says, who are you ? " 

"Teil your mother my name is Gibson, 
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and she knew my aunt many years ago at 
WiUowside." 

But the efFect of this communication was 
not so satisfactory as it was intended to be. 
In a few minutes Kebecca retumed to say 
that mother was very sony, but she was too 
ill to see anybody that day. Leona feit tbat 
she had made a mistake somewhere, and de- 
termined to retrieve it. She could not tum 
her feet away now that she had gained the 
very threshold, without a sight of Eebecca 
Levitt. 

" Gto back," she said to the girl, " and 
teil your mother that I am very sorry she is 
ill, but I have something to say that she 
ought to hear. I have news for her of George 
JEvans." 

Leona heard the child's shrill voiee de- 

* > . 

livering this second message a couple of 
5toreys above where she stood, and the cry 
of surprise that followed it. And then 
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Kebecca's unshod feet came flying down the 
rickety stairs again with double speed, and 
she called out breathlessly to her new ac- 
quaintance : 

" Please come upstairs, miss, as quick as 
ever you can, for mother's took very bad, 
and she wants. to see you directly — ^this very 
minute." 

And, making her way up the dark step& 
as best she could, Leona followed her little 
companion to the bedroom of her mother. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE MYSTEEY OF LÜCILLA. 

A GROUP of children was hanging about the 
doorway to stare at the unusual apparition of 
a visitor to their mother's dirty room, but • 
Leona, only eager to ascertain if she had 
really found the person of whom she was in 
search at last, pushed past them without 
comment, and foUowed Rebecca into the 
apartment. It was meagrely furnished, and 
the want of fresh air and cleanliness made 
iteelf paiBfuUy apparent to more nerves than 
one, but Leona had no eyes except for the 
bed that stood at the farther end, and the 
wretchedly-attenuated figure that lay upon 
it. From the ideal she had built up on the 
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descriptions afforded by Wallis and Mrs. 
Levitt of Liverpool, and making allowance 
for the time that had elapsed since they had 
Seen her, Leona had come to picture Madame 
Antoine as a fuU-blown, highly-coloured, and 
coarsely-constituted woman of middle age. 
And so, under happier circumstances, the poor 
creature might have become. But sorrow and 
sickness are great refiners if they are not beau- 
tifiers, and they had combined to temper down 
Rebecca Levitt's country homeliness until she 
was but a shadow of her former seit Leona 
could not at first believe that the emaciated 
woman who leaned upon her elbow staring 
anxiously into her face, and breathing labo- 
riously with expectation the while, could be 
the person she desired to see. 

" Areyou Rebecca Levitt?" she demanded, 
in a voice of astonishment, too much taken 
aback to observe her usual caution. . 

" I vxis ! " replied the woman, slowly. 
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" And what business can you have with me, 
that concems the dead and gone ? " 

" You speak of George Evans ? How do 
you know that he is dead and gone ? " 

A change seemed to come over the in- 
vaKd's countenance. Her eyes looked wild 
and troubled. . 

" They told me so," she answered vaguely, 
** or eise — or eise — hoio should I he Tiere ? " 

At this juncture she glanced at the Cluster 
of chüdren, six or seven in number, hanging, 
open-mouthed, about the bed, und shuddered. 

.Leona, with a woman's rapid Intuition, 
guessed her feeling, and, misinterpreting the 
reason of it, shuddered with her. She thought 
it indicated that the rumours she had heard 
in Liverpool were true, and that her father 
had indeed been married to Rebecca Levitt. 
She feit she must ascertain the tiuth if 
she died for it. And the most poweifiil 
means of arriving at it, she knew, would be 
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by the pretence that he still lived, to urge 
whatever claims he might have upon her. 

" He died years and yeaxs ago/' continued 
the woman, half inquiringly. " He must be 
dead — they all said so ! " 

"I fancy I know more about him than 
you do," said Leona^ quietly ; " and I have 
been searching for you for some time to teil 
you so. Can you send the children away ? " 

"60 away, all of you, and do not come 
again until you are told ! " exclaimed the 
mother, sharply ; and then, as the door closed 
upon the dirty, dishevelled, and much dis- 
appointed little group, she tumed to her 
visitor, and clutched her hand with feverish 
anxiety. 

" Teil me all ! teil me everything ! " she 
exclaimed. " Is George Evans still alive ? " 

"Had you not better feed the children 
first, and have something to eat yourself ?" 
said Leona, glancing at the packages she had 
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purchased on the way. *' You are weak and 

ill, and not fit to go through an exciting 

conversation without taking some nourish- 

ment/' 

" No, no ! teil me of him first. I cannot 

eat or rest tili I have heard what you have 

come to say. Children ! what are the children 

compared to him — to himf I had a child 

once ; but no matter, no matter ! Go on ; 

teil me, is he in England ? " 

« 

" How could he be in England whilst he 
is under a charge of murder, Madame Antoine ? 
What did he leave England for except to 
escape it ? " 

'' But you don't believe he murdered 
Anson ?" demanded Madame Antoine, anxiously. 

''Idonotr 

" No, no ; no -more do I. But if I had 

known he was alive; if I were only strong 

and weU, that I mightErise and go to him, 

and teU him all. But I am goo(J for nothing !" 
YOL. ra. p 
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sbe added, with a deep sigh, as she feil back 
in her bed. 

" Madame Antoine -" 



tc 



Ah ! don't call me by that hatefiil 



name." 



" I must call you so ; you have no other 
now 1 You do more than disbelieve that 
George Evans committed that foul murder ; 
you know he did not ! " 

" Who are you that can read my thoughts?" 
med the woman, sterting up again with 
knitted brows. "You told the child your 
name was Gibson, and you came from WiUow- 
side, but I never saw you there." 

"Perhaps not! You were only there once 
yourself, remember, when you took little 
Lucilla down to Sussex, and placed her under 
the care of my aunt" 

At the mention of LuciUa's name, to 
Leona's surprise Madame Antoine began to 
sob. It was painful to see her rocking heiself 



THE MYSTEBT OF LUOILLÄ. 211 

backwards and forwards whilst the tears oozed 
through her thin fingers. 

" Oh, don't speak of it ; don't speak of it 1" 
she cried. 

" I know it ifl an unhappy subject, but it is 
to speak of it I am liere this moming. I liave 
been trying to trace you for a long time, 
Rebecca Levitt, and now that I have found 
you, you must liear me speak." 

" But why ? Wbat interest have you in 
the matter ? " 

" Every interest possible. I am employed 
in the Evans family. I know George Evans' 
daughter." 

" What, my darling ? " exclaimed Madame 
Antoine, in a shrill voice, as she grasped 
Leona's arm, "have you seen my chüd ? — ^my 
lover's chüd ? Oh, teil me how she is — how 
she looks 1 " 

" I think you have mistaken my words," 

replied Leona^ now scarcely less agitated than 

p 2 
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her companion. '^I did not know you had 
ever had a child — ^besides the ones I saw here 
this moment." 

" Why ßhould I be ashamed to teil of it, 
novr when I am dying so rapidly that I do not 
know from day to day whether the next will 
not prove my last? Yes, I had a child, of 
which George Evans was the father, and I was 
proud of it — ^proud of it and of him — ^proud. 
to know that I belonged to them both. Now 
think of me what you will." And as she 
concluded Madame Antoine cast herseif down 
upon the bed, and buried her face in her hands. 

Leona placed her hand upon the prostrate 
woman's head. Why should she not? She 
was pure and upright, and honourable herself^ 
and the creature she pitied might have that to 
disclose to her that would ruin her life's hap- 
piness ; but she was a woman, sick and suflFer- 
ing ; and her father, whose memory, whatever 
wrong he might have done her, Leona could. 
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never cease to love and cherish, had honoured 
her with his preference — ^perhaps with his 
name — therefore was she sacred in the eyes of 
his fiiithful daughter. 

" Do not touch me," murmured Madame 
Antoine, as she writhed beneath the pressure 
of her visitor's hand. 

" Why should I not ? Believe me that I 
wish to be your friend — that I came here for 
HO other purpose/' 

" I am not worthy ! " 

"No one is worthy of any good that heaven 
sends him if we look at it in that light. But 
come now, Madame Antoine, let me teil you 
the reason for which I have found you out. 
Tour suspicions with regard to George Evans 
are correct. He is dead ! " 

The woman made no exclamation of sur- 
prise or suffering at the news. She only 
writhed again, with her face still hidden, and 
Tittered a low moan. 
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** But he Las left a child behind him — ^not 
yours, but anotlier," said Leona, observing the 
Start occasioned by the reference. "And it is 
on behalf of that child, who is in sore need of 
your assistance, that I traced you to your 
home." 

"What child?— what child?" muttered 
Madame Antoine. "He had no child but 
mine." 

"Not when you knew him, perhaps, but 
afterwards. He left this country, as you 
know, under a false and cruel charge of 
murder, and settled in a foreign land, where 
afker a while he mamed. It is this daughter 
who has now come to England to claim justice 
for her father's name, and asks you to help her 
in Clearing it. Will you not listen to her for 
the sake of the love you bore him ? '^ 

But the effect of this announcement was 
very different from what Leona had aatici- 
pated. Dying and deserted as she was, all 
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the woman was yet strong within Madame 
Antöine's breaat, and her first burst of grief 
was not for the certainty of her lover's death, 
but the news that he had forgotten her for 
another. 

" Married ! " she exclaimed in so strong a 
voice that Leona could scarcely believe it was 
the same as that in which she had spoken 
hitherto. " George married 1 Oh my God I 
why did I ever let him leave me ? Why did I 
ever let them make me believe that he was 
guilty ? I was strong and young then — I was 
free to go where I chose — and I loved him as 
never woman loved a man before ! My hand- 
some, noble, good-hearted George ! The father 
of my child 1 Why didn't I leave everything 
and foUow him ? I wanted to do so. I was 
nearly mad because they wouldn't let me ; but 
they held me back, and threatened me, and 
told me he was a murderer, and I believed 
them untU it was too late — ^too late. And it 
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has ended in this ; and he forgot me, forgot 
me, and married another woman! Oh! every 
minute will be an age now until death comes 
to release me from this pain ! " 

"I don't think he forgot you, madame," 
Said Leona, gently. "George Evans never 
forgot anyone who loved him, but he was in 
a Strange land, alone and unhappy, and he was 
bound by no legal ties to you." 

"We were bound by our love and our 
child to one another/' 

At this admission Leona's heart gave a 
great bound of thankfulness, but she continued 
calmly : " We must not judge of men's feelings 
by our own, madame. George Evans doubt- 
less loved you very dearly, but he believed, 
that you, in common with the rest of the 
World, had condemned him as a criminal, and 
that he should never see you more. And he 
needed the solace of aflfection and sympathy, 
and when it came to him in the shape of a 
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woman's love, it is hardly to be expected he 
sliould have resisted it." 

''And then he died/' murmured Madame 
Antoine. 

" And then he died — very unhappily, very 
miserably — and his last injunction to his 
daughter was that she should strive by every 
means in her power to clear his name from 
a wicked calumny that had embittered all his 
life. And it was with that view she came 
to England, and it is with that view she 
asks for your assistance now, to help her by 
telling aU that Kes in your power conceming 
that unhappy business." 

In her anxiety to make an Impression on 
her companion's mind, Leona had somewhat 
dropped the artificial tone she naturally 
adopted, and it rang out so füll, clear, and 
youthfiil as to rouse all Madame Antoine's 
suspicions as to her identity. 

" You have deceived me ! " she said 
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quickly. "Your name is not Gibson, who 
are you ? " 

" / am George Evans^ daughtenr ! " cried 
Leona, mth a sudden Impulse, as she pulled 
oflF her glasses, bonnet, and wig, and thre'vr 
lierself on her knees beside tbe bed, "and I 
have come here to-day to say to you : * Kebecca 
Antoine, you loved my dead fatber better than 
you did yourself ! Help me to clear bis name 
from tbis foul cbarge that he may look down 
and bless us both from beaven ! ' " 

The woman gazed at her for a few 
moments almost in alarm, then seizing her 
face between her two hands, she gazed at 
her features as though she could never look 
at them sufficiently. 

^^ Hü eyes," she exclaimed, with an hys- 
terical gasp, " his mouth, his brow ! Oh my 
George, my George, my George ! How much 
I loved himi And he is dead, and you are 
his child ; his child, as much as mine is. Oh^ 
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kiss me^ kiss me for his sake I and if I die for 
it you shall know all ! " 

She opened her arms as she spoke ; and as 
Leona feit herseif folded within them, she 
beKeved her battle was won, 

" Can you help me ? " she cried. 

" I will teil you everything. What does it 
signify now ? He is dead ; my oath is no 
longer binding. And I would never have 
taken it, had I not thought my George was 
gone for ever. Oh, you are so like him! 
What is your name ? " 

" Leona ; it is a fqreign name. My mother 
was a Brazilian." 

" Don't talk to me of your mother. Teil 
me of your father — of yourself. When did he 
die, and where ? — my brave, handsome George ! 
And did he speak of me and of the child — 
the dear child they took from me ? " 

"I will teil you everything you wish to 
know if you will eat something first," seid 
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Leona, glad to be able to waive an awkward 
question ; for never, so far as she knew, had 
a thought of poor Eebecca Levitt crossed her 
father's mind. " You are exhausted with this 
exciting conversation, and will , be unable to 
continue it without snstenance. These poor 
children, too. They looked so hungry. Let 
me feed them and yourself first, and then I 
will teil you all I know of my poor father's life 
and death." 

"You will not leave me?" said Madame 
Antoine, anxiously. 

" I will not, indeed. I will remain with 
you until you have no further need of me," 
replied Leona, who feit she had entered on a 
mission she must fulfil until the end, whatever 
that end might be. 

"Then do as you think best," said the 
dying woman, as she feil back exhausted on 
her pillows. Leona, having first resumed her 
disguise, went to the door, and called back 
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the poor starving Httle chüdren, who were 
only too eager to respond to her invitation. 
Her heaxt was beating rapidly with expectation 
the while, but the true womanly instinct that 
was ever uppermost in it prevented her from 
wanting anything at that particular moment 
so much as to see those hungry little ones fed. 
It was good to watch the avidity with which 
they seized upon the food which her fore- 
thought had provided for them, and the 
delight with which, after having satisfied the 
first keen pangs of appetite, they carried the 
remainder away to have a feast upon the 
stairs ; on which Leona left all further care of 
them to the eldest sister, and directed her 
attention more particularly to their mother, 
who appeared to be in the last stage of con- 
sumption. On seeing her considerably revived 
by the administration of some warm arrowroot, 
which she mixed herseif and made warm for 
her over a neighbour's fire, Leona ventured to 
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ask Madame Antoine how she came to find 
the wife and cliildren of a man so well off as 
the pawnbroker in so pitiable a condition of 
poverty. 

" Your friends at Liverpool, from whom I 
obtained the first traces of your address, 
seemed to imagine you were in the most 
flourishing circumstances." 

" Let them continue to think so,'' gaaped 
Madame Antoine. " It is for that reason that 
I have held no communication with them for 
years." 

" But has there been any quarrel between 
your husband and yourself, that he thus 
neglects you and the children?" 

" No open quarrel, but a suspicion which 
he will never forgive. I slaved for him for 
fifteen years, and he tumed me and the 
children out of the house, and has barely 
allowed us sufficient money to keep life in 



US since/' 
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" And what was this suspicion, madame, if 
I may ask the question ?" 

" You shall hear it in due course. Am I 
to teil you my story first, or will you teil me 
yours?" 

"If you do not mind, let me hear what 
you have to say first. I have already been 
several hours away from home, but I do not 
feel as if I could leave you until you have 
told me all you know conceming the murder 
of Abraham Anson." 

"I wiU do all for you in my power, for 
to-morrow may be too late. Come nearer, that 
I may not have to raise my voice more than is 
necessary/' 



CHAPTER X. 



''levitt's confession." 



Leona drew her chair closer to the bedside^ 
and Madame Antoine laid her hand on hers. 

** You are so like him — ^so very, very like 
him ! It seems almost as if the days of my 
girlhood had come back again, and he was 
sitting by my side and talking to me. Ah 
well ! perhaps I shall see him before long. 
Who knows ? " 

She was silent for a minute, and then 
went on. 

"What I have to teil you involves more 
ijiames than one I but if it injured all the rest 
of the World I would disclose it for the sake of 
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benefiting my George's child. Tou are his 
child — ^you are not deceiving me ? " 

^' Why should I deceive you ? Do not my 
features speak for themaelves ? " 

" Oh yes, they do ! I might doubt yoür 
tongue — I cannot doubt your -eyes ! My deär, 
the blame of Anson's murder was thrown on 
your dear father s Shoulders to screen the real 
culprit." 

" And he was V 

" Wait, and let me teil you in its proper 
tum. When George and »Henry Evans were 
lads of seventeen and eighteen, I was a rosy- 
cheeked girl of the same age, and my fetter, 
Kichard Levitt, was employed in their uncle's , 
firm as clerk, Mx. Anson being the cashier. 
I need not make thia part of my story long, 
my dear. Tour father was handsome, and 
thoughtless, and fescinating, and I was a 
motherlöss girl with a hard father, and took 
every opportunity pf escaping from home to 

TOL. in. Q 
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meet my lover, and the result of it was that 
shortly after my seventeenth birtliday I found 
I was likely to become a mother. Ah ! I shall 
never forget the terror of that time. I believed 
that if my father were to find it out he would 
kill me, and I 'was half dead with fear and 
misery. Well, George stood up for me, young 
as he was, with the courage of a Kon. He 
sent me stoight away to some good people in 
the country, who nursed me through my con- 
finement, and then he went to my father, and 
told him the whole story from beginning to 
end, and begged him, for my sake, to keep it 
quiet for a little while. 

" ^ And what do you mean to do for the 
girl now youVe ruined her ? ' says my 
father, 

" * I mean to marry her,' says George, 
boldly. Ah 1 how often IVe heard the story 
repeated. It seems as if I had listened to 
every word. 
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" * How can you marry at your age without 
your unde's consent ? ' says my father. 

" * I don't mean directly, but as soon as 
I'm a man, and able to choose for myself/ 
replies Greorge. * Don't be afraid that I shall 
forget Eebecca, Mr. Levitt, for I love her, and 
I mean to do the right thing by her/ 

"'And what's to become of the child 
meantime?' roared my father. (Oh, he was a 
violent, passionate man to deal with !) ' You 
don't suppose my danghter can come back to 
Liverpool with a brat at her back, and keep 
her character, do you ? ' 

" * I have provided for that,* said George. 
* I will take the child if you will receive Becky 
back, and let her live with you until I can 
marry her.' 

" Well, so it was settled. I suppose my 
father thought the chanee of my marrying 
a gentleman too good to be missed ; and so 
long as the child was not allowed to burthen 

Q 2 
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him, he cared little about my feelings at part- 
ing with it. My poor baby was left at tlie 
farmhouse, in charge of the people who had 
nursed me, and I came back to Liverpool, and 
no one, except Greorge and my father, were 
the wiser for the reason I had stayed away. 
Things went on then much as usual. I wasn't 
happy, for I fretted after my baby ; and my 
father took to bullying poor George in a way 
that was very hard to submit to, considering 
the difierence in their stations. So then he 
became wild, and my father was always bring- 
ing me home tales of his extravagance and his 
riotings, and the bad Company he kept, and 
upbraiding me for my past conduct with him, 
until I was regularly miserable, and used to 
teil George that Fd rather go away at once, 
and work for my child's living and my own, 
than be snbjected to such treatment. I think 
the dear lad was afraid I might leave him if I 
hadn't some tie there, and so, unknown to all 
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but me, he sent for my baby from the country 
(she was a great girl of eighteen months old 
by that time), and made arrangements for her 
being kept in Liverpool, where I might see her 
now and then, and comfort myself with think- 
ing of the time when we should all live to- 
gether. 

" Now, Mr. Anson was a great friend of 
Greorge's, and had stood up for him to old 
Mr. Evans, the uncle, times out of mind. He 
was a widower, a quiet, kind sort of man, who 
had rooms over' the offices of the firm, and 
kept the keys of the tili, and had everything 
of value there under his charge ; for the 
partners trusted him as if he had been one 
of themselves. He had often sent poor George 
money out of his own purse, and had still 
oftener persuaded Mr. Evans to advance his 
nephew some ; for the thought of me and 
my father's wrong had weighed on the poor 
boy's mind; as I told you before, and had 
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driven him to be very reckless and extrava^ 
gant, and he seemed always in debt. Well, 
one day, I remember it as well as if it were 
yesterday, George came up to me and said : 

" ' Who do you think has promised to look 
after the child for me, Becky ? Why, Anson 1 
Isn't it joUy of him ? He's told the govemor 
that it belongs to his late wife, and he wants to 
have it to live with him, and the govemor'a 
given him leave to do so. And there it can 
be, as snug as possible, tili you and I can 
many and claim it, and he's going to call it 
Lucy Anson, so that ' " 

" What ! " cried Leona, darting from her 
chair, and interrupting Madame Antoine's 
narrative, "is Lucy Anson my father's 
daughter and yours ? " 

"Lucilla was her name. I called her 
Lucüla after my poor mother. To be sure 
she is. Heaven bless her ! But where have 
you heard of her before ? " 
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"Did I not teil jou that I am living 
with Henry Evans? — that I am acting the 
part of hired attendant on your daughter, 
that I am, in fact, nursing, dressing, and 
waiting on my own sister ! " 

At this piece of intelligence, Madame 
Antoine became much excited. 

" I asked you the question before," she 
Said, " and I thought that you denied it. 
Oh ! teil me how she is — ^what she is like ! 
I have not seen nor spoken to her for years 
— ^for her sake, that she might know of no 
shame connected with me, but I have never 
forgotten nor ceased to dream of her. She 
was so fair and white, with golden hair and 
blue eyes. The sight of these children's eyes 
makes me shudder when I remember hers — 
my George's child ! " 

Leona may have thought in her own mind 
that the dark piercing orbs that M. Antoine 
had transmitted to his little family, were more 
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up. I was half mad, as you may well suppose, 
my dear, with fear for him and misery for 
myself, but no one heeded me in the general 
disturbance. My father was the chief witness 
on the inquest, and he deposed to there having 
been high words between Anson and George 
the night before the murder, and threats 
having passed between them. But it was one 
of those cases that seem as if they must remain 
a mystery for ever; only, as George had run 
away, all the suspicion was directed against 
him. As soon as I ascertained the dreadfal 
rumour I had heard was true, my first thought 
was for my baby ; but when I went to fetch 
her from Mr. Anson's house, regaxdless of 
what anyone might say, I found that she had 
been already removed by old Mr. Evans. I 
went up to the great house, frantic with 
anxiety, and told him all my story, which he 
had already heard from Mr. Henry. The old 
gentleman was very good. He was more 
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cut-up than he liked to show at George^a 
disappearance, and he didn't say one word of 
reproach to me — only he wished to keep the 
child and bring it up for his nephew's sake. 
I cried, and said I couldn't part with it; but 
they talked me over between them, and per- 
suaded me it would be for my little daughter's 
good ; so I let her go to Willowside to Mrs^ 
Gibson's caxe, and I took her down there 
myself, and after that I think I went well-nigh 
crazy with grief. I hoped against hope that 
my lover wonld retum, or that his name might 
be cleared fpom blame, but neither happened. 
Then — after some five years or so — ^my brother 
William, who had run away to sea the same 
night that poor George left home, tumed up 
again very queer in his mind (he had always 
been stränge from a lad), and my father took 
to his bed and died; leaving me a sealed letter, 
with striet injunctions not to open it tili ten 
years had elapsed from the day of his death^ 
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unless George Evans retumed to England 
before that time. Old Mr. Evans was dead 
too, then, and Mr. Henry had married, and 
adopted my little Lucy as his own child, and 
George had never been h^ard of, as you know. 
So, being sick of my life in Liverpool, I left it 
and came to London, where I feil in with 
Antoine aud maxried him, thinking that a 
comfortable home might help to make me 
forget the past. But it didn't. My hnsband 
proved to be a miser, and each child was a 
source of misery to him becanse it was a source 
of expense. He was tryiüg to get rid of me 
and them from the beginning, and he seized 
the first opportunity to tum us out of doors. 
When ten years had elapsed from my father's 
death, I opened the letter he left me. I had 
not been very curious on the subject before, 
but I little thought what it contained. Child ! 
The murderer of Abraham Anson was my own 
fatheTy Richard Levitt" 
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^' Madre di Dios!" cried Leona, lapsing 
, into herseif in her surprise. « And he could 
let my poor father bear tlie onus of his 
own crime for so many years ! He w*as a 
double murderer, madame. He killed George 
Evans as well as Abraham Anson." 

"Do you think / have not feit this as 
^ deeply as yourself ? Do you think I have 
not cursed the author of my being for his 
perfidy and sin ? When I read that letter, 
I raved openly about it. My husband heard 
(for the first time) of my former eonduct, 
and swore he would never have anything to 
say to me again. He drove my children and 
myself from his doors, and has supported us 
on the barest pittance the law can foree him 
to allow US since. And even now, when he 
knows that I am dying, he has nö pity." 

" But the letter ? Have you got it still ? 
Did you never make any eflfort to clear your 
lover's name by means of it ? " 
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"I would have, had.I imagined he was 
^ve, or had left anyone to share his sup- 
posed disgrace. But fifteen years had passed 
since he left England so mysteriously, and 
not a Word had been heard of him, except 
through my brother Bill, whose intellect had 
quite given way. So I thought it best, for 
the sake of au concemed^ to say no more 
about it. The past was past and almost 
forgotten. To revive it might have afforded 
satisfaction to the Evans family, but it would 
have injured my child, and shed irretrievable 
ignominy on my dead father. So, for their 
sakes I was silent ; and I should have gone 
down into my grave had you not com^, with 
your fitther's face and your father's smile, to 
remind me that I owe him a duty before I 
^ö to meet him again." 

"You will give me the letter?" said 
Leona, eamestly. 

'^Tou shall take it for yourBel£ It is at 
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the bottom of that writing-desk, and here is 
the key. A piece of parchment tied with a 
green ribbon. It is properly signed end 
attested. No question can be raised as to 
its validity." 

Leona seized the paper, which she found 
as indicated, and tore it open. It was a füll 
confession of the crime, written and witnessed 
in a reorular clerk-like form. After the usual 

o 

opening formula, it went on to describe the 
manner in which the murder had been com- 
mitted : 

" I had been very uneasy in my mind for 
some time past'* — so ran the confession — 
** about my daughter Kebecca. Mr. George 
Evans had promised me over and over again 
to marry her, and I believed that he would 
have done so except for Mr. Anson, who was 
always preacliing patience to me, and dis- 
STiading the young man from doing anything in 
a hurry, for fear of offending his uncle. And 
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Mr. George was getting very wild too, and 
was always betting and playing at cards, and 
losing money in various ways, which didn't 
look to me like settling down into the mamed 
State. On the day of the accident " — ^it was 
remarkable that throughout this Statement the 
Word ^'murder^' was never once used with 
regard to Anson's death — " I had had an in- 
terview with George Evans, and we had parted 
bad friends. I had reproached him with want 
of faith to my girl, and to me, and had threat- 
ened to go straight up to his uncle and teil 
him the whole story, as I had threatened Mr. 
Anson only the day before. 

" George swore that want of money was 
the only thing that prevented his marrying 
Kebecca, and that he should call on Anson 
again that evening, and see what could be 
done about it. I didn't half believe his State- 
ment, seeing he had so often trifled with me 
before, and when the night feil, I took my lad 
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Bill, who was a strong/ lusty fellow, though 
never over bright in bis intellect, and walked 
up to Anson's rooms. 

" I had a good thick stick with me, and so 
liad Bill ; for I was getting tired out with 
excuses and puttings ofF, and I just meant, if 
George Evans wouldn't come to terms, to give 
him a joUy good thrashing, and nothing more. 

" When we got up then, we found the 
gentlemen together, but George had had more 
than enough liquor, and was in a very excited 
condition. I stated my case, and explained 
my terms, but Anson had been talking to 
George beforehand, and persuading him to 
leave Liverpool and let me do my worst, and 
he seemed quite to have veered round and 
taken up his friend's opinion. They talked 
big at me, both of them, and dared me to 
bring forward my daughter's claims, and Anson 
called her by a name that set all the blood in 
my body on fire. So I feil upon him. I hardly 

TOL. ni. B 



242 EEB FATHEW8 NAME. 

know how it happened, but I suppose I must 
have cracked Hm on the skull, for he went 
down like a shot and never spoke again. 

" George was too drunk, apparently, ,t(> 
know what had happened, but I did : and 
when he came dancing towards me and making^ 
a noise, I feit his blustering must be stopped 
for the moment, and I gave him just such 
another crack and silenced hinu 

" Then Bill — poor fool ! — sat ^ down and 
blubbered, and I had time to think what was 
best to do. It was early in the moming, about 
two or three o'clock (for we had sat up argu- 
ing for hours before this happened), and I 
knew that whatever I did I must do quickly, 
before the daylight appeared. I turned over 
Anson's body — ^it was already beginning to 
grow stiflf. 

" * Bill,' I Said, * have you a mind to be 
hanged V The poor fool stopped blubbering 
at this, and looked up, trembling with fiight 
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" What do you mean V he asked. 

^' * Why, I mean just this — ^that the crack of 
your stick has killed Anson, and if you don't 
want the police affcer you in another hour or 
so, you must help me cany Evans quietly 
away/ 

"Poor Bill hadn't enough sense to re- 
member if he had hit the clerk or no, so he 
became all anxiety for his own safety. 

"*What am I to do, father?' he said, 
shaking from head to foot like a leaf. 

" * Help me drag Evans out into the pas- 
sage jfirst. There, that will do. Now you 
keep by him and wait for me.' 

" I carept back again into the oflfice, where 
we had been quarrelling together. The tili 
was open, and some coin was scattered on the 
table. Anson had evidently been in a mind 
to help George when he came in, I gathered 
up all I could ; not that I wanted it, but that 
there might seem to have been a motive for 

B 2 



2U HEB FATHEE'8 NAME. 

the accident ; gave Anson's body two or three 
more cracks to make them believe there had 
been a struggle, and left it, face downward, on 
the floor. Then I joined Bill in the passage, 
and between us we managed to set Evans ön 
his feet and drag him out into the street ; 
though what with the blow and the liquor, he 
was so stunned that he understood nothing of 
what was going on. It was some distance 
fipom the Offices to my house, which was near 
the docks, but we only met one policeman on 
the way. 

" * Is he ill ?' he asked, alluding to 
George. 

" * Hl/ I röplied. * He's so joUy drunk he 

can't stand.' 

" * Wherc are you taking him to V 

" * Home, to be sure. He's my son.' 

" * Very good. Look after him though, or 

I shall have to do it for you.' 

" * If you like to take the trouble off my 
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hands youVe welcome/ I said. I knew he 
wouldn't. 

" ' Not 1/ he answered laughing ; ' there's 
plenty of work for me without begging for it. 
Good-night to you.' 

"And that was the only chance of detection 
we ran whilst going home. When we arrived 
there I took good care Evans shouldn't recover 
his senses too quickly. I had plenty of beer 
in the house, and brandy and snuff; and 
between them all I kept on plying him with 
hocussed Hquor tiU he was as insensible as a 
log. Then I made my plans with Bill, and 
saw that he thoroughly nnderstood them. 
There was more than one ship lying in the 
docks, ready to start in the course of a few 
hours for New York. I got Bill to go aboard 
one of them with the first dawn of light, 
taking George with him (still all but insen- 
sible), and representing themselves as two 
brothers (one nearly sick to death) going out 
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to find work in America. I taught him how 
to go on plying Evans with liquor tili they 
flhould get well out to sea, and when he reco- 
vered, how to make him believe that in a fit of 
intoxication he had come to high words and 
blows with Anson, who had been found dead ; 
and that I, finding that suspicion directed 
against him, had got him shipped off firom 
Liverpool under a feigned name in order to 
save his life. The plan succeeded entirely. 
The young man left Liverpool, and by the 
time that the accident came to light, there was 
no trace left of anyone but George Evans 
having been seen with Mr. Anson. I feit 
safe, too ; for I knew that, even did Greorge 
Evans venture to return and brave a trial for 
his supposed offence, it was not in his power 
to fix the guilt upon Bill or myself, supposing 
he were sensible enough to remember we had 
been there. But he never came back, and 
five years afterwards poor Bill turned up, with 
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the little sense he had been bom witL com- 
pletely knocked out of him. Whetlier it was 
the Mght of that night, or the terror of dis- 
€oveiy, or the weight of the secret, I can't 
say; but he was brought home by a chance 
.acquaintanee, unable to recognise anybody 
6xcept his sister Rebecca, or to do more than 
apeak his own name ; so what happened with 
regard to himself and George Evans after they 
left England I never heard. I expect, as likely 
-as not, though, he died in America; and I 
hope he may have done so, and will never 
€ome back to worry my poor daughter, who 
has had tronble enough on his account, heaven 
knows. I sent away all the money I took 
from the tili with Bill and George, so that 
nothing suspicious could be found upon my 
person ; and I had worked for the firm for so 
many years, and bome so respectable a cha- 
racter, that it would have been stränge if they 
had doubted me. On the contrary, Mr. Henry 
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Evans took the bastard child my daughter had 
bome to bis brother and adopted it as bis 
own, as some sort of amends, I suppose, for 
the wrong that had been done to poor Becky. 
For some years I was very well contented that 
all should have turned out as it did (for no 
one could have helped the aeeident that 
oecurred to poor Anson) ; but now that I feel 
I am not the man I was, and the doctors teil 
me I am breaking up, I think it as well to 
write out this Statement, in case George Evans 
should come back to England after Fm dead 
and gone, and get into trouble for want of it. 
I shall leave it to the care of my daughter 
Kebecca, with striet injunetions not to read it 
tili ten years after my death; and when she 
does I hope she'll try to think as little hardly of 
her father as she can, and rememUer that what 
he did he did for her sake, and in the desire to 
avenge the injury that had been done her." 
Here the confession ended. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE FULFILMENT OF THE OATH. 

Leona read the confession through from the 
first Word to the last, with trembling, eager 
haste, and when she had finished it she bowed 
her head upon her knees and eried bitterly. 
" TJiink as little harshly of him as you can," 
Said Madame Antoine, imploringly. " He re- 
pented before he died ; I am sure of it, or he 
would never have left this statement to ruin 
his character after death/' 

" Of what avail was his repentance," re- 
plied Leona, as she lifted her tear-stained 
face from the shelter of her hands, " sinee he 
refused to do justice to the living ? Has it 
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prevented my father from dragging out a life 
of purgatory in exile, and sinking at last 
into a suicide's grave ? Hear my story now, 
Madame Antoine, and judge if it be possible 
for me to say from my heart that I forgive 
your father even in another world." 

With all the powers of her elocutionary 
and dramatic art, Leona then proceeded to 
unfold her history to the ears of Madame 
Antoine, who listened, and wept, and lamented 
over the unhappy life and miserable death of 
her lost lover. But as Leona proceeded to 
describe her own resolution to avenge her 
father's wrongs and clear his name from an 
imdeserved infamy, and to teil of the various 
disguises she had assumed, and the jomneys 
she had taken to that end, her companion's 
grief was swallowed up in amazement, and 
she could only congratulate herseif that 
Leona's ingenuity had led her to her abode 
before it was too late to assist her. 
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" I have never feit such peace since George 
disappeared as I do now," said Madame An- 
toine, as Leona's narrative concluded. " I am 
going rapidly. In a few days at the outside, 
all the cares of this world will be ended for 
me, and I shall meet him again where there 
is no misunderstanding and false accosations, 
and be able to teil him that I was the means 
of comforting his daughter's heart, and reward- 
ing her courage, before I died." 

*'You have comforted me beyond mea- 
sure/' cried Leona, enthusiastically. "All 
the trouble of the past years seems as nothing 
now, and all the blankness of the future 
obliterated. My father's name will be puri- 
fied again, and he. will sleep quietly in his 
unknown grave. You have been his good 
angel and mine/' 

" Yet had it not been for me all this 
misery would never have occurred/' 

"But you loved him, madame, and could 
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not foresee the end. Love Covers a multitude 
of sins/' 

"You speak feelingly, my child. You 
liave a lover of your own," said Madame 
Antoine with a look of scrutiny. 

Leona blushed scarlet. 

" Indeed I have not, nor do I know what 
it is to love in that way. My dear father has 
been my sole thought both before and after bis 
death." 

"And you have no friends ? " 

"Veryfew." 

"Ah ! that I might have lived to be your 
friend and mother." 

" You have been my best friend, madame." 

"And you mine. What would these poor 
starving little wretches have done without your 
help to-day ? How little I ever thought I 
should live to receive charity at the hands of 
George Evans' daughter ! " 

"You are not hurt at so receiving it, I 
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hope. Think that I am my father's messenger, 
and that his spirit sent me here to you. I 
owe everything to you. The oath to which 
my life was dedicated has been accomplished 
through your assistance. My heavy task is 
ended, and I can retum to my own oceupation 
with a peaceful mind. Why, when I am so 
much your debtor, should you shrink from 
sharing the little I possess so long as we both 
have need of it ? " 

" If you really are my debtor," cried the 
dying woman, as she grasped her band, " free 
yourself from the claim by one act of charity." 

" What is that ? " 

"Let me see my daughter once more — 
bring my Lucilla to my bedside that I may 
kiss her before I die." 

The tone of entreaty in which this request 
was made, was so urgent that lieona had not 
the heart to combat it, though at the same 
time she had no idea how, with Mr. Evans' 
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prejudices, the deed was ever to be accom- 
plished. 

"You are silent," said Madame Antoine, 
** you will not do it for me. Oh ! think how 
strong a mother's claim is ! How small a re-- 
compense a few minutes' interview is for a life 
of silence and Separation ! " 

^' I remember it aU, and my greatest wish 
at present is to afford you this gratification. 
I am only thinking how to accomplish it. 
You must not forget that I am in Mr. Evans' 
household in the capacity of a servant, and 
have no voice in any of the actions of his 
adopted daughter. Lucilla believes that I am 
the niece of the old lady to whose care she was 
confided at Willowslde^ So do her aunt and 
uncle ; and my supposed knowledge of her 
parentage and the family disgrace are the only 
daims I possess upon their patronage or pro- 
tection. " 

"But you will not keep up this disguiae 
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for ever ? Surely a day will come when you 
will disclose your identity to Mr. Evans as 
you have done to me ? " 

"I will disclose it to-morrow, upon one 
condition." 

"Andthatis r 

"That I may place this confession in his 
hands, to prove to him that my father was not 
a murderer." 

" Oh, not before I am gone ! " exclaimed 
Madame Antoine, shrinking from the shame of 
exposure. "Let me go in peace, it cannot 
be long first, and tben teil them what you 
cboose." 

" Then I see no means of bringing Lucilla 
and you together. I can have but one plea to 
make to my uncle on your behalf — that your 
courage has cleared the honour of his dead 
brother. Give me leave to make this State- 
ment public, and I will engage to bring my 
siflter to your side." 
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" I agree," said Madame Antoine, faintly, 
*' to anything — ^to everything — only let me 
see my child agaiii." 

Ab Leona drove rapidly from Madame 
Antoine's lodgings to the house in Hyde Park 
Gardens, she forgot everything except her 
long-looked-for success. She was once more 
the Leona of Brazil — the actress of New 
York ; she was ready to rush into her uncle's 
presence with the precious document she held 
in her hand, and proclaim in one breath her 
own identity and her father's innocence. She 
lost sight of her disguise and the necessity for 
not relinquishing it too suddenly ; she only 
remembered that she was herseif, and her hot 
generous blood wonld inevitably have led her 
into some most awkward predicament, had she 
not been rudely recalled to a sense of her 
Position by one of her supposed fellow-ser- 
vants. She had been so oblivions of the 
flight of time during her visit to Madame 
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Antoine, that it was evening tefore she 
reached the Evans' house. Diimer wa^ 
evidently over, and the moving figuiQS of 
the men-servants in the dining-room, se^ 
clearly through the open window, showed 
that they were Clearing the table. One of 
them came to the door in answer to Leona's 
knock. 

" You^ll catch it," he remarked, ominously, 
as she entered the halL (Perhaps, had he 
known what a young and pretty woman he 
was addressing, he might have worded his 
warning more politely.) " Why, there's been 
a dinner-party here to-night, and the whole 
house has been tumed upside down looking 
for you to dress Miss Lucilla. I shouldn't 
wonder if you get waming to-morrow for 
being absent without leave." 

" A dinner-party ! I quite forgot it/' cricd 
Leona. 

And with the remembrance came upon her 

VOL. lU. 
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the thought of her disguise, and the character 
slie must still assume. 

"The Orders was that you was to go to 
the drawing-room as soon as ever you came 
in," continued the man. 

" Oh, very well/' replied Leona, preparing 
to go upstairs. 

*'And rd sooner be I than you," said 
James, as a parting shot, as he retumed to 
the dining-room. This little colloquy had 
recalled our heroine to hersel£ This was 
not the moment to make her discovery known. 
With a room füll of strangers, and without 
previous waming, she would have great diffi- 
culty in making her story understood, yet 
she chafed at the delay. She feit as if she 
could not keep the truth to herseif another 
moment. She wrenched the prim gray front 
that covered her thick chestnut curls (now 
grown to a tolerable length again) from side 
to side - impatiently, and twisted the bows of 
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the cap that surmounted it out of all shape 

and decency. She renovated her wrinkles 

and crow's-feet with a vigour that made them 

caricatures, and replaced her spectacles, without 

so much as a second glance to see if she 

looked natural or not. As she entered the 

drawing-room, Mrs. Evans and several of the 

ladies present looked up at her with surprise. 

The paint and powder on her face were so 

apparent that her mistress thöught at first 

that she must have been indulging in a drop 

too much. But unabashed and indifferent to 

general opinion, Leona made her way up 

to Lucilla's couch. The guests were not 

astonished to see her enter^ for Miss Evans' 

chronic weakness was so well known that it was 

usual to see her maid in attendance on her. 

" So you have come at last ? " remarked 

Mrs. Evans, in a significant tone, as the sup- 

posed Miss Gibson approached her daughter's 

side. 

s 2 
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"Yes. I am sorry I forgot the dinner- 
party, but I have been detained," was Leona's 
coolreply. Mrs. Evans feit indignant. 

Les nouveaux riches are always more ready 
to take umbrage at anything like inattention 
OQ the part of their servants^ than those who 
have been accustomed to be waited on all 
. their lives, but even she feit this was not 
the place or time to make her anger apparent. 

"You had better see if Miss Lucilla re- 
quires anything, now you have come," she 
rejoined, stemly, as she moved away amongst 
her guests. Leona drew nearer to Lucilla's 
couch ; the girl was occupied, and did not 
perceive her. But one person did ; and that 
one was Christobal Valera. Leona's eye had 
singled bis figure out directly she entered the 
room ; and as the door opened to admit MiiSs 
Gibson, he had known that it was she^ and each 
heart had trembled and tumed faint beneath 
the knowledge of the presence of the other. 
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Christobal was seated by Lucilla's couch, 
apparently occupied in destroying her fan. 
He had not spoken to Leona since the last 
conversation related to have taken place be- 
tween them, but had confined his attentions 
whilst in her presence entirely to Miss Evans, 
greatly to the annoyance of Dr. Hastings, 
who hovered about his patient and her new 
cavalier with perturbed and jealous coun- 
tenance. 

Leona stood some little way apart, and 
watched them. Christobal saw that she was 
watching, and redoubled his eflForts to appear 
absorbed in the conversation he was carrying 
on with Lucilla. This was his methpd of 
punishing Leona for her disregard of his 
wishes ; it has been a favourite mode of 
punishment with lovers for many centuries 

past, but it has not lost its power, nor 
perhaps ever will. You may argue, and 
reason with, and persuade a woman as much 
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as Ues in your power, and find her obstinate ; 
but once let her see you tum ypur attention 
to another, let her imagine her influence 
weakened, her attractions faiUng, her kingdom 
threatened, and, whethcr she love you or 
whether she love you not, she will use her 
keenest weapons with which to win you back 
to her side. A woman with a worshipper is 
a dog in the manger. She may not choose 
to take him herseif, but she will not let 
another have him ; and this propensity, bom 
of selfishness and vanity, has too often led 
the sex into serious error; for, sooner than 
lose a subject, .they will accept a ruler, and 
the change is more sudden than they care for 
afterwards. 

Leona was no exception to the rest of 
womankind. From her childhood she had 
been accustomed to the adoration of Christobal 
Valera, and not a thought had ever entered 
her head that it would be withdrawn from her. 
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She had rejected his proffered love again and 
again, simply because she beHeved that it 
would be always at her disposal She had 
heard him sweax times out of mind that she 
was and ever would be the only woman in 
the World for him, and her feminine vanity 
found no dijficulty whatever in crediting the 
Statement. She had been playing with the 
young Spaniard's heart for years, as an angler 
plays with his line, but she had never 
seriously contemplated the possibility of a life 
passed without him, at all events in the 
capacity of a friend or a brother, as she 
loved to call him. And that he should 
attempt even to dally with another woman 
appeared to her incomprehensible, unnatural, 
unjust. 

Yet now she had to stand in her assumed 
capacity of servant, and listen to the half- 
whispered nonsense he was breathing into her 
employer's ear. And not only to listen, but 
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to fall 80 completely into the snare as to 
belieye that it was real. What will not a 
woman believe to torture herseif withal when 
her fears and her jealousy are once aroused ? 
She drew as near to the sofa as she dared^ so 
as to intercept the compliments which were 
bringing so bright a flush to Lucilla's pale 
cheeks, and causing her to stammer and hesi- 
täte in her replies. She seized every oppor- 
tunity that offered of addressing her young 
mistress, and asking if she feit too warm, if 
her cushions were comfortable, if she should 
fetch her something to drink ? And Lucilla, 
unwilling to have her conversation with the 
handsome Spaniard interrupted, answered with 
short impatient negatives, that made Valera 
glance up at Leona with a look as though she 
were intruding. The girVs blood boiled. She 
feit as though it were impossible to stand by 
and endure it any longer — ^this monopolisation 
of her one friend by the daughter of Rebecca 
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Levitt. Büt then all that that daughter 
represented as the adopted child and heiress 
of Henry Evans flashed across her mind ; and 
she acknowledged, with a sort of desperate 
pang, that since his proposals of marriage had 
been rejected by his first love, Lucilla would 
prove no unenviable match for the ambitious 
but impecunious Valera. His birth was un- 
exceptionable, and his identity undisputed ; 
and, as in her own case, Mr. Evans might 
teil him that his daughter's happiness was the 
first consideration, and she had money enough 
for them both. 

A great ball rose in Leona's throat — she 
feit as if she were choking. 

"The evening begins to feel chilly, Miss 
Lucilla," she said presently, anxious to break, 
if only for a moment, that whispered Con- 
ference, which her jealous heart was translating 
with the most absurd exaggerations ; " had I not 
better put this shawl about your Shoulders V 
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" Oh no! I'm as warm as possible," rejoined 
the girl. "I don't want anything, Gibson. 
You can go." And then, after a moment's 
pause, seeing that her Suggestion had not 
been complied with, she tumed round and 
reiterated the words. 

"Did you not hear me teil you to go, 
Gibson? There is no occasion for you to 
remain here. TU ring if I want anything." 

And Leona had no alternative but to tum 
round and quit the drawing-room, leaving 
Christobal Valera seated in an attitude of 
adoration at the feet of Lucilla Evans. She 
did not see the look of longing his dark eyes cast 
after her — she did not hear the sigh that broke 
from him as she disappeared from view. She 
only knew she had left him there, and the 
thought made her desperate. She feit like a 
tigress about to be robbed of her whelps, and 
the golden light gleamed fitfuUy in her eyes 
and made them dangerous. She ran upstairs 
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with the agility of twenty. It was well for 
her that no one met her on the way, though 
she had become indifferent to what people 
might tliink or say, as was proved by her next 
actions. As soon as she had reached the 
privacy of her own room, she locked the door, 
and pulling off her dress and apron, cap, wig, 
spectacles, and all the minutise that consti- 
tuted her disguise, she washed off the paint 
and powder that disfigured her beautiful face, 
brushed back the thick curls from her forehead, 
and arrayed herseif in the attire in which she 
had gone down to Brighton. Then she stood 
before the mirrors, fresh, youthful, and glowing, 
with the deep crimson flush still mantling on 
her cheek that had been called up by Chris- 
tobals apparent desertion. She was not 
thinking now of her father's innocence, or her 
own identity. She was only bent npon dis- 
covering herseif . for the sake of laying an open 
claim to Valera's friendship and sympathy. 
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and to divert his attention from her half-sister. 
She no longer stayed to consider the inex- 
pediency of the place as the oecasion. Had 
royalty itself been present, it would not have 
deterred her from her purpose. Impidsive, 
energetic, and determined as these pages have 
ever represented her to be, and kindling 
with the new passion awakened in her breast, 
Leona would have walked through fire to 
attain her objeet. As soon as she had once 
more transformed herseif from the prim old- 
maidish Miss Gibson to the glorious creature 
heaven had made her, she went deliberately 
downstairs again. Her Intention had been to 
go into the dining-room and thence summon a 
servant to usher her amongst the Company ; 
but as she reached the landing, she encountered 
one of the footmen engaged in Clearing away 
the remains of some light refreshment. 

" Announce me to your mistress," she said, 
imperiously. 
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The man stared at seeing a stranger descend 
from the Upper storey, but he bad no idea of 
her identity, and no right to question the order 
given him. 

*'By what name, miss ? " he demanded, in 
surprise. 

" Miss Leona Evans," she answered steadily, 
and accordingly the drawing-room door was 
thrown open, and "Miss Leona Evans" was 
shouted in that peculiar tone adopted by the 
London footman who desires to make himself 
heard above the clamour of a chattering crowd. 
The mere entrance of an unexpected guest at 
that hour would have created a commotion^ 
but as the owners of the house heard the sound 
of their own name, and tumed to watch the 
advent of this beautiful, stately, and foreign- 
looking stranger, their astonishment knew no 
bounds. 

Mr. Evans advaneed towards her bowing^ 
with a formal questioning smile that told 
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its own story, but Leona prevented the 
need of explanation by going straight to the 
point. 

"Good evening, uncle," she said, holding 
out her band. " I am your niece, Leona Evans, 
tbe daugbter of your brother George." 

Had a hand-grenade been suddenly cast in 
the midst of the Company it could not have 
caused more consternation. The rumöur about 
** Brother George " was known to most of the 
guests, and the mere mention of his name had 
a visible eflfect upon both Mr. and Mrs. Evans. 

"My brother George," staminered her 
uncle. " We have not heard of him for many 
years. We supposed that he was dead." 

" He is dead," replied Leona, solemnly. 
" But he has left 7ne behind him to be a living 
witness of the purity of his life, and the false- 
hood of the cruel slanders that caused his 
death. And if you do not believe my word, 
uncle, ask Don Christobal Valera, who has 
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known me from my birth, and knew my dear 
father for many years, if what I have spoken 
is not the truth. Tobal, you will not desert 
me in this extremity." 

As she tumed her beseeehing face towards 
him, Valera, who had sprang to his feet 
directly she had entered the room, came to- 
wards her. 

"Desert you, Leona/' he said, reproach- 
fully. "How can you wrong me by putting 
the question ? Mr. Evans, what this lady has 
told you is correct. She was bom and brought 
up in the same part of the Brazils as myself, 
and she is the daughter of your dead brother, 
George Evans." 

" But how long have you been in England ? 
If this is the case, why did you not come to 
See US before," demanded Mr. Evans, still in- 
credulous. 

' " I have been to see you before, uncle," 
replied Leona archly (she had fast hold of 
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Valera's band by this time, and could aflford to 

be playful). "Have you forgotten tbe boy 

wbo called himself Christobal Valera, and dis- 

appeared so mysteriously from your liouse ; 

and Miss Gibson, wbo waited on your adopted 

daugbter, LuciUa ? " 

* * Don Cbristobal — Miss Gibson — wbat 

have tbey to do witb you ? '* said Mr. Evans, 

still more mystified. 

" I am tbe false Don Valera — I am Miss 

Gibson/' replied Leona. "I assumed those 

disguises for tbe purpose of entering your 

bouse. Forgive me, uncle 1 I know it was 

not a wortby part to play, but I bad a purpose 

wbieb trampled down every otber consideration 

before it." 

'' Wbat purpose ? " 

" Tbe clearance of my dead fatber's name 
from tbe foul cbarge of a murder wbicb be 
never committed. Uncle, be lived and died 
under tbat suspicion, but I knew bim to be 
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innocent, and I swore an oath over his dead 
body that I wonld prove him so." 
'* And you have done it, Leona ? " 
" I have done it ! I hold in my hand the 
written confession of Richard Levitt, the real 
murderer, and as soon as I obtained it, I 
resolved to make myself known to you. I 
ought perhaps to apologise to this Company," 
continued Leona, her native courtesy return- 
ing to her as the chief load was lifted from 
her mind, and she looked at the wondering 
faces that surrounded her, " for having broken 
np their intercourse by the introduction of 
my own affairs ; but they will forgive a 
danghter's anxiety to clear away the foul 
stain that rests upon the memory of a be- 
loved parent. And since the wrong done to 
my father was a public wrong, the reparation 
should be made public also." 

'' George innocent ! " exclaimed Mr. Evans, 
in a bewüdered, wondering inanner. "My 

VOL. m. T 
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dear brother's name cleaxed from guilt ! And 
you are his chUd ? I see it now— bis like- 
ness in every feature. ' Leona, let me embrace 
you for bis sake." 

And tben tbe beroic daugbter received tbe 
first instahnent of ber reward in finding ber- 

* 

seif folded in ber uncle's arms. 

^*You forgive me for all my deception, 
uncle," sbe wbispered. 

"Forgive you, dear cbild! I bless you 
for adopting any means by wbieb to arrive at 
tbis most bappy conclusion. Ob Leona ! I 
loved bim very, very dearly. I bave never got 
over our cruel Separation. But tbis is a sub- 
jeet of wbieb I cannot speak to you now." 

Tbe guests began to find out it was time 
tbey sbould retum bome, and no one bad tbe 
duplicity to ask tbem to remain. Family 
explanations and reconciliations are best car« 
ried on in private, and in a few minutes tbe 
large rooms were cleared of all but tbose 
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who were residing in the house. Then Leona 
feit she might give the reins to her tongue, 
and her recital was as efficient as it was rapid. 

" Here is the proof, uncle/' she said, in 
conclusion, as she placed Levitt's confession 
in his hand. " I leave it with you, I know 
that you will take all means to make it 
public." 

" And from whom did you procure it, 
Leona ? " 

" From Eebecca Levitt — ^now Rebecca An- 
toine." 

" She is stiU Hving then ? " 

" She is still alive, but her days will be 
very few ; and she has one great and earnest 
desire to be fulfilled before she dies, uncle." 

"And that is ?" 

"To be able to see her daughter — ^my 
father's child, once more ! " 

Mr. Evans glanced uneasily at Lucilla, who 
was Standing near with her somewhat weak 
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glance fixed wonderingly upon her new cousin, 
as she supposed Leona to be. It was evident 
that she had never been infonned of the secret 
of her parentage. ' 

**Do you think it would increase the 
happiness of Rebecca Levitra chüd to be made 
acquainted with her mother ? " 

" Uncle 1 that is for you to decide. I only 
promised to use my influence with you to 
procure the dying woman this last pleasure, in 
return for the service she has done my father's 
memory/' 

" We will speak on the subject further to- 
morrow, Leona/' replied Mr. Evans. " Mean- 
whüe, let me a^ure you how happy it makes 
me to acknowledge you as my niece. The 
World little knows how deeply I have moumed 
my beloved brother's loss. I have hoped 
against hope that he might be restored to us, 
or some news heard of him or his descendants, 
but I little thought the fulfilment of it was so 



THE FULFILMEl^ OF THE OATH. 277 

near a,t hand. To prove to you that what I 
say is true, I have never touched the principal 
of that portion of my fortune which should 
have been George's, and came, instead, to me ; 
but have laid it up carefuUy against the 
possibility of his return, and left it in my will, 
to any one of his legitimate posterity that 
might be forthcoming to claim it. This money 
will be yours, Leona, not at my death, but 
now. I look upon you as a second daughter. 
You shall not be worse dowered than Lueilla." 

" Oh, uncle, how I have misjudged you ! '* 
exclaimed Leona, as she again embraced 
hin). 

"And so this gentleman has known you 
from your childhood ? " remarked Mr. Evans 
presently, as he directed his attention to 
Christobal; "and was the friend and pupil 
of my dear brother. Let me welcome you 
over again, and with double measure for that 
reason, Don Valera. And what relation do 
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you call yourself to my niece here ? Brother, 
eh, or bosom Mencl ? " 

Leona glanced up shyly at ChristobaL His 
dark eyes rested upon hers, glowing .with 
passion, and imploring her to name the re- 
lationship between them. She could not mis- 
understand their language nor resist it, and 
her heart prompted her to reward him at last 
for all his patient, faithful love to her. 

"Don Christobal Valera is my affianeed 
husband, uncle," she answered simply, as she 
stretched forth her band and feit it clasped as 
in a vice between his own 

"If I permit Lucilla to visit Madame 
Antoine, will you engage that the fact of her 
being her mother is not revealed to her, 
Leona ? " said Mr. Evans, the next moming 
as they sat together in the study discussing 
all the wonderful disclosures of the night 
before. 

'^ I should think Madame Antoine would 
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s 

be ready to agree to the terms, uncle, and 
I can but go into the room first and see/' 
repKed Leona. 

"On these conditions she may go, but I 
think it most advisable that the secret of 
her birth should not be revealed to her. She 
is not strong, physically or mentally, and I 
cannot anticipate what eflfect such a revelation 
might have on her. Added to which, I may 
teil you, Leona, that Dr. Hastings, who has 
been a fnend of our family for many years, 
and is a man in whom I have implicit con- 
fidence, has proposed to me for LuciUa — • 
(ah, you rogue ! I little thought the reason 
you fought so shy of the honour of taking 
her in this very study a few weeks ago !) — 
and I think he has every chance of succeeding 
in his suit. He is thoroughly fond of the 
girl, and understands the management of her 
health, so he is by far the best husband she 
could have. I have told him, of course, whose 
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child she really is^ and he has no objection 
to her on that score, but agrees with me 
she had better be left in ignorance of the 
fact. Still, if it will give this poor dying 
woman any comfort to see Lucilla, it is one 

s 

we have no right to deny her." 

" I think not, uncle, and I have no doubt 
Madame Antoine will see the matter in a 
proper light also." 

But here she sighed. 

" You are disappointed yourself,'' said Mr. 
Evans. " You would doubtless have been 
glad to welcome a sister in my dear girl." 

"No, uncle, I did not sigh for that. I 
can show Lucilla quite as much affection as 
a cousin as I could as a sister; and I shall 
be with her but a little while, after all." 

**WhatI Will not Don Valera and you 
take up your residence in England ? " 

" Oh no, uncle ; at least not yet. Do 
not forget that I have been brought up in 
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the free woods, or the atmospliere of the 
stage, and the close air and cramped manners 
of your great city stifle me. I feel as if I 
could not breathe in London, nor move, nor 
speak. Tobal and I will visit Spain first, 
and then retum to New York, and pursue 
our former avocations. We sbould not be 
happy eise.'' 

" I am disappointed/' said Mr. Evans. " I 
hoped to keep you by my side." 

"By-and-by, perhaps, uncle; in a few 

years, when we have grown older and more 

sedate; but for the present let us have our 

way. And you have Lucilla, remember, to 

be with you always." 

4t «- * y? * 

That aftemoon, the carriage conveyed 
Leona, Lucilla, and Dr. Hastings to the abode 
of Madame Antoine. 

Mr. Evans had thought it better they 
should go alone. He had no wish himself 

VOL. ITI. u 



282 HEB FATHEW8 NAME. 

to See Rebecca Levitt again ; and thought 
that the sight of himself might revive recol- 
lections in her breast that would militate 
against the reserve he was desirous she should 
maintain before her daughter. Lucilla had 
been told nothing more than that a poor 
woman, who had been her nurse when a baby, 
was dying, and wished to see her once again. 
She had opened her pale blue eyes in surprise 
at the announcement, but had not thought 
it necessary to make any further inquiries on 
the subject ; and her gratified reception of 
Dr. Hastings' attention whilst on the wiay 
there, showed how little she thought of the 
importance of the expedition. Leona watched 
her with amazement and a Httle disgust, and 
feit relieved to remember that it was not 
considered advisable she should claim her as 
a sister. With Lucilla Evans, any man 
who paid court to her was the right man ; 
and she would be as happy in the future 
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with Dr. Hostings as she would have been 
with anybody eise. She was a phase of 
womanhood that made Leona anything but 
proud of belonging to the sex. But Tom 
Hastings was content, so no one had a right 
to be otherwise. 

They arrived at the dilapidated-looking 
row of houses in due time, Lucilla making 
many a remark at the strangeness of papa's 
behaviour in sending her on such an errand. 
Leona, according to pre-arrangement, ascended 
the stairs first alone. 

She reached the door, she stopped at it, 
and receiving no answer, went in. On the 
floor sat the dirty children, playing at such 
games as took their fancy; at the table sat 
the eldest girl with some woman, a neighbour 
summoned on the occasion; on the bed lay 
a figure, covered with the sheet on which it 
had lain. 

Rebecca Levitt could never now disclose 
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the relationship she bore to the young lady, 
dressed in silks and laces, flirting with Dr. 
Hastings in the caniage below. 

She was dead, taken out of this sphere 
of misery and disappointment, to one where, 
it is to be hoped, a true heart connts for 
more than many a marriage-ring. 
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